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I NT. LAW FI RM LI BRARY -- DAY

RANDALL TI MVONS (35), adrift in a sea of |aw books in his
firms LIBRARY, is not fundanentally unattractive, but every
personal attribute is displayed at its least flattering. A
make- over candi date, but pointless without a self-esteem
transplant. Randall is lost in thought, drawing a firm ful
breast on a legal pad, trying to get it just right. MARSHALL
(24), weekend hel per, approaches. To him Randall's a | oke.

MARSHAL L
You have a phone call.

Snappi ng out of his fantasy fog and covering his pad.

RANDAL L
| do? For ne?
MARSHAL L
Yes, you have a phone call. For you.
RANDAL L
But, it's Saturday.
MARSHAL L
They still want to talk to you.

Randal | rises, follows Marshall to the phone.

RANDAL L

Did they say who it is?
MARSHAL L

| didn't interrogate them
RANDAL L

" mjust wondering out | oud.
MARSHAL L

And, |'mjust answering out | oud.

Randal | stares at the phone, picks it up.

RANDAL L
Hello... Yes... Wo? Oh, Tim yes,
yes, of course. You are? Ww, good.
That's great, just great. Unh, no, |
haven't noved... Yeah, the mail, |
guess... Yes, I'mfree. |I'msure.
(tmediately terrified)
Wait, what? Way? | nean, | wouldn't
know what to say... okay... sure. |
can whi p sonething up... okay, bye.



Li ne di sconnected, Randall hangs up. Struck nunb.

MARSHAL L
Are you all right?
RANDAL L
| have to give a toast.
MARSHAL L
May the wi nd at your back never be

your own.
Randal I 's not listening. Wanders off. In shock.

MARSHALL ( CONT' D)
That's a good toast, dog.

2 | NT. APARTMENT -- DAY
MANDY (30) with fiancé TIM (34), as he hangs up the phone.

MANDY
W'l | say he's your special needs
cousi n or sonet hing.
TIM
Can't do that.
MANDY
Wy not ?
TIM

| asked himto give a toast.

MANDY
Over ny dead bride's body.

TIM
He was ny roonmate in coll ege.

MANDY
For one senester. You ignored him

TIM
Hs dad is a retiring federal judge.

MANDY
Wi ch is why he was your roonmate.

TIM
They're both joining the firm And,
babe... I"'mup for partner..



3

MANDY
(not happy, but no fool)
He can toast during cocktails.

I NT. LAWFI RM OFFI CE -- DAY

Randal
fromJ.

in his father's office at the firm Across the desk
WALTER TI MMONS (58), aristocrat.

J. WALTER
You raise your glass and... do you
really not know this, Randall?

RANDAL L
VWhat if I'mfirst? Dol clink the
gl ass, or does soneone else do it?

J. WALTER
| don't know. You play it by ear.
It's sinply not a big deal

RANDAL L
What woul d | say?

J. WALTER
| have no idea. Sonething nice?
Congratul atory? Suitable for the
occasion? Wwo is this fell ow?

RANDAL L
Ti m Hat haway. | rooned with him at
Amher st .

J. WALTER

Real  y? Wiy don't | know hi n?

RANDAL L
It was only for a senester. And |
never saw him

J. WALTER
And you're giving a toast? That's
odd. Don't you think? What's he do?

RANDAL L
| 1 ooked himup. He's a | awer at
Pi er ce- Rabhan.

J. WALTER
Where we're going in June.

RANDALL
Yes.



J. WALTER
Ckay. | get it.
RANDAL L
You do?
J. WALTER
Yes. Just say whatever you want. He
won't care. Now, | have to get sone

wor k done, can't you handle this?
It's a toast, for God's sake.

The answer is no.

RANDAL L

(gets up)
Sure. | was just asking. Thanks.

He heads out. J. Walter shakes his head.
| NT. RANDALL'S APARTMENT -- N GHT

Randal | 's apartnent, stuffed wth books, CD s and Mvi es.
Conmputer with a huge HD nonitor. A personal cave. Randal
paces in PJ bottons and tee shirt, holding a | egal pad.

RANDAL L
To Timand his lovely bride, Wat's-
Her - Nane. . .

St ream of consci ousness.

RANDALL ( CONT' D)
Now, Tim.. well... Tims a comuni st
and eats baby seals... and he's a
certain height, and a certain weight,
and |l ots of other things, too...

Hi s phone buzzes, startling him He grabs it.
RANDALL ( CONT' D)

Hel | 0? Ch, thank you, you can | eave
it wwth the door man.

Randall is as close to clinically socially phobic as one can
be while still functioning in the world.
RANDALL ( CONT' D)
l"msure it'Il fit. Well, I'm busy
So... | can mail you a tip, if..

(di sconnect s)
Vell, fuck you, fuck dick



I NT. RANDALL'S KI TCHEN -- N GHT

Randal|l storns into his kitchen, goes to the FRI DGE, opens

t he FREEZER, grabs one of several |arge bottles of VODKA and
a glass fromthe counter, pours a healthy anount of straight
vodka into the glass and slugs it down.

| NT. RESTAURANT ONE -- NI GHT

El egant lighting, tinkling glasses and conversation. Host
PH LIP smles lightly as Randall approaches, in a tuxedo,
barely breathing fromfright.

PHI LI P
Good evening, sir, may | help you?
RANDAL L
The Hat haway di nner. |I'm here for
t he di nner, rehearsal dinner.
PHI LI P
Hat haway?
RANDAL L

It's a rehearsal dinner.

PH LI P
Oh. .. Tim Hat haway and Samant ha?

RANDAL L
Yes, right. Timand Mandy.

PH LI P
|"msorry, sir, but the Hathaway
di nner was cancel ed.

RANDAL L
Cancel ed. ..

PHI LI P
As | understand it, there was
sonet hi ng about a baby Hat haway, not
bel onging to the bride. The weddi ng
has been put on indefinite hold.

RANDAL L
Ch, okay.

Randal | stands, stupid.

PH LI P
|"m sure they had a lot of trouble
reachi ng everyone | ast mnute. Are
you in fromout of town?



RANDAL L
No.
PHI LI P
Oh.
RANDAL L
They probably just... forgot.
PHI LI P
This sort of thing can be very
confusing for all involved, |I'msure.

Laughter erupts froma table at the back. Gittering people.

PHI LI P ( CONT' D)
| am sorry.

RANDAL L
It's okay.

Randal | turns.

PH LI P
Excuse ne, sir...

Randal | stops, still dazed. And, honestly, relieved.

PHI LI P ( CONT' D)
Wy don't you let us buy you a drink.

RANDAL L
Oh, no, that's not...

PH LI P
Qur pleasure. It's a shanme to get
dressed up and not enjoy the evening.

Randal | | ooks around. Hi's option is to go hone. O, have a
drink. A drink would be good.

RANDAL L
| guess | could have a quick drink.

PH LI P
Terrific. Just follow me, sir.

Philip leads Randall to the bar. Behind the bar is JUDSON.
Judson is slim trim well grooned... happily gay.

PHI LI P ( CONT' D)
Judson, this is our guest, |I'msorry,
sir, | didn't get your nane.



Randal

Si

RANDAL L
Randal | . Randall Ti mons.

PH LI P
Randal I Ti mons.
(to Randal l)

l"m Philip, and this is Judson, the
finest m xol ogist in LA

JUDSON
Quite true, all nodesty aside.

PHI LI P
What ever M. Timons wants, Judson,
drinks, dinner, our conplinents.

RANDAL L
Ch, no... that's... nice of you.

PH LI P
Don't nention it. See, your day has
i nproved al ready. Enjoy.

RANDAL L
Thank you.

JUDSCON
Have a seat, what can | get for you?

ts, facing the dining room

RANDAL L
A vodka? Col d?

JUDSON
| make a spine tingling martini, 4
oz. of shimrering glacial happiness.

RANDAL L
Ckay.

JUDSON
Excel | ent choice. Stood up?

RANDAL L
| guess. Sort of.

JUDSON
Silly boy.

RANDAL L
(msses it conpletely)
It was a rehearsal dinner. They called
it off. An unauthorized baby.



JUDSON
(shaki ng the drink)
Oh, that's a shane.

RANDAL L
At |l east now |l won't have to give
the toast | had to wite.

JUDSON
Ah, a toast to romance, never to be
heard. Tragic.

RANDAL L
It wasn't great. It was bad.

JUDSON
|'"'msure it was wonderful.

Judson pours, sets glass and shaker on the bar.

JUDSON ( CONT' D)
Voi | a, nonsi eur.

Randal | takes a sip.

RANDAL L
That's... good, thank you.
JUDSON
By the way, we close at one. If you're
intoit, we'll probably hit a club
RANDAL L
A club... oh, no, thank you.
JUDSON
No tinme? O not interested?
RANDAL L
Interested... oh, I"'mnot... if...
JUDSON
Wel |, enbarrass nme and nmeke ne bl ush.
| don't usually do that, |I'mso sorry.
RANDAL L
It's okay.
JUDSON
It's just that Philip... | thought...

| can tell when he stands up extra
straight Iike he's not from Jersey.



RANDAL L
Oh. That's okay.

Randal | sucks down the nartini

JUDSON
(grabbi ng the shaker)
Martini magni fique, oui?

RANDAL L
Qui. Yes. Is there nore in there?

Judson pours the rest into Randall's glass and starts anot her.
| NT. RESTAURANT ONE -- CONTI NUOUS
Philip drops by the bar. Randall's getting wast ed.

PH LI P
And how are we doi ng?

RANDAL L
Fi ne, good, thank you.

JUDSON
And, quite hetero, | mght add, just
for the informati on of Usted.

RANDAL L
Oh, that's okay...

PH LI P
Well, good for you Randal |, sonebody
has to do it. And, thanks for the
over - obvi ous high sign there, Judson.

JUDSON
No prob-Ilemo.
(to Randal l)
You ready for another?
RANDAL L
| don't know... | should..
JUDSON

It's Friday night and you're out.
Did you drive?

RANDAL L

No, | don't nuch. | took a taxi
JUDSON

Vll, Philip is a world-class taxi

whistler - all those |lip exercises.
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RANDAL L
Well... alright... one nore then.

PH LI P
Randal I, the people at the back table
woul d i ke you to join them

RANDAL L
Who? Those peopl e? Wy?

PHI LI P
It's Stefan, the nodel, maybe you' ve
seen himin his underwear over
Hol | ywood Boul evard, and Randi Bach.

RANDAL L

Oh. Randi Bach? Real ly? That's her?
PH LI P

Every lovely inch, can you join thenf
RANDAL L

(truly frightened)

Gh, God, no... | nean... no..

PH LI P

| told themyour tale of woe and
injustice. They insist. They're
getting married next nonth.

RANDAL L
No, really, thank you, but... no..
if that's alright, to say no.

Randal | is visibly upset.

JUDSON
(expertly intervening)
Hey, Rand-o. Try this vodka, | need
an expert opinion.

PHI LI P
"Il tell them no big deal. Enjoy.

Philip heads off. Randall cuts a |ook. They're all beautiful,
but Randi Bach is... stunning, beyond stunning, just...

JUDSON
They're not perfect on the inside.
But Randi's OK, for one of those
goddess things you nen |ike.

Randall stares. OF course he knows her. O course.
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8 | NT. RESTAURANT ONE -- CONTI NUOUS
Philip at the back table, anong dazzling teeth, skin,
chanpagne, drinks. RANDI BACH (28), STEFAN (35) and two nmal e
"players" FRIEND ONE and FRIEND TWO. All well | ubricat ed.

PH LI P
Sorry, but the gentleman declined.

FRI END ONE
Well, that's darn rude.

FRI END TWO
You tell himif he wants to sit with
us |ater, when we're even nore
charm ng, he can fucking forget it.

A cute young WAI TRESS appr oaches.

STEFAN
Anot her round, if you would, slave.

VWAl TRESS
Sure. A round of what?

STEFAN
Just bring one of everything, because
everything is just wonderful.

9 | NT. RESTAURANT ONE -- NI GHT

Much, much | ater. Randall's stewed. Speech slow and
deliberate. Not slurring. If anything, nore articul ate than
when sober. But, shit-faced. Gazing at the back table.

RANDAL L

She's... amazing.
JUDSON

He' s amazi ng.
RANDAL L

What... oh, right. For you. Right.
JUDSON

She's awfully skinny. Don't you think?
RANDAL L

Skinny... are you fucking... are you

crazy? Not hardly. Skinny? God...

JUDSON
Have you visited her web site?
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RANDAL L
Her... oh... she has a web site?
JUDSON
(knows better)
Well, if you look, | designed it.

That's nmy day job. And sone of ny
specialicious drinks are on it.

RANDAL L
Maybe I'Il check 'em out.

JUDSON
Yeah, you do that. Check 'em out.
And, take a | ook at the recipes while
you're at it. You want to neet her?

RANDAL L
NOIIfaInDst j unpi nQ)

JUDSON
Ckay, okay, keep your thong on. But,
isn't this better than going hone?

RANDAL L

| forgot where |I live, actually.
JUDSON

That was good, Randall, good one.

You funny guy, Randall - San.
| NT. RESTAURANT ONE -- CONTI NUOUS

At the back table, Stefan is telling a story, obviously
accustoned to being the center of his universe.

RANDI
He | ooks so lonely, up there.

STEFAN
The guy on the | edge? What ?

RANDI
At the bar, in the zoot suit, the
guy who woul dn't cone drink with us.

STEFAN
That's not a zoot suit. A zoot suit...

RANDI
You know what | nean, a tuxedo.

12.

10
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STEFAN

So, it's a tuxedo. A tuxedo isn't...

RANDI

Why didn't he conme over?

Ch, | eezus.

FRI END ONE
Maybe he has no | egs and he's
enbarrassed, he'd have to drag over.

FRI END TWO

Maybe there's a spi ke through his
chest. Rip his zoot suit. Only makes
sense to stay put.

RANDI
You th

STEFAN

ree. ..

Ckay, so this guy was hangi ng, and..

RANDI

(up, wal ki ng away)
He fell next to Stefan and Stefan
peed his pants.

STEFAN

| did not, where are you goi ng?

RANDI

To pull his spike out.

STEFAN

| did not pee ny pants. She's insane.

The guy fel

FRI END TVWOD
next to you?

STEFAN

He alnost hit nme. God, it was
grotesque, this old guy in a dress..

retch, dude,

| NT. RESTAURANT ONE - -

serio

NI GHT

Randi approaches the bar. Ra

Judson, ny |

RANDI
ove, a

usly.

13.

ndall tries not to | ook.

re you going to

i ntroduce ne to your friend?

Randal |l is sitting sol

idly,

| ong as he doesn't nove. O

li ke a drunk nountai n.
gaze upon Randi Bach

Fi ne so

11
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JUDSON
Randall, this is Randi. Randi,
Randall. Randall cane in for a

rehearsal dinner, but...
(l'ying snoot hly)
...he's been out of the country and

his people didn't get the call, so..
RANDAL L

No, | was here, they didn't call ne.
RANDI

That sucks. Mnd if | sit?

RANDAL L
No... sit, fine, sure. Sit.

Judson puts a vodka/rocks in front of Randi. She tries to
act sober, enunciating, but cones off formal/funny. Randal
continues trying not to | ook at her.

RANDI
So, what do you do, Randall?

RANDAL L
|"man attorney. At |aw.

RANDI
You're a | awer?

RANDAL L
Yes. They're the sane thing.

RANDI
Are they, really? So, what kind of
attorney-lawer at |aw are you?

RANDAL L
| do research, nostly appellate.

RANDI
Oh, a research |lawer, what fun.

RANDAL L
It's inportant, to the foundation of
the case, the franme, if you wll,
upon which the case is stretched..
if you consider the construction of
an argument to be akin to the painting

of ... to the canvas upon which the
painting is... painted... well,
anyway... it's inportant. Nobody

wants to prepare anynore, they just
MORE
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RANDALL ( CONT' D)
want to walk into court, fire off a
round and go to |unch.

RANDI
Sounds |ike Stefan. That sounds cool,
research Randall. You tal k funny.
RANDAL L
Ch, I'msorry, | didn't nean to...
to do anything...
RANDI
You are a wee bit trashed.
RANDAL L
Per haps so, that is possible. | may

be a sm dge north of trashed.

RANDI
Wiy are you sitting over here?

RANDAL L
| have no where else to go. No pl ace
that will be any the worse should |
not go there.

RANDI
We invited you over.

RANDAL L
And, they didn't call nme. The peopl e.

RANDI
You said. That's fucked up.

JUDSCON
And, he wote a toast and everything,
he was the roommate of the groom

RANDI
VWhat ass holes. You wote a toast?

RANDALL
It was required tender for the bl essed
event. Now on 'hold' due to another,
un- sanctioned, bl essed event.

RANDI
(what ever that neans)
Come give your toast. W had no toasts
at all tonight. Yours is probably
very good. At |east the grammar, you
have excell ent granmar. Cone.



Judson pours the remaining martini

RANDAL L
The nanes are w ong.

RANDI
Unhhh, change the names, silly. "1l
tell Stefan you net in the Tortugas.
He won't admt he doesn't renenber.

RANDAL L
You are a parcel trashed, yourself.

RANDI
s that nore than a sm dge? Cone.
|"mgetting married. So it counts.

RANDAL L
Congr at ul ati ons.
RANDI
You don't say that to the bride.
RANDAL L
Oh, sorry...
RANDI

You say best w shes. You haven't
asked for an autographed photo of ne
wearing a postage stanp. Wiy not?

RANDAL L
|"msorry. Do you have those?

RANDI
You're nice, |lawer Randall.

RANDAL L
| don't know. Maybe. It's not
i npossi bl e. Who knows. Thank you.

RANDI
Don't sound so depressed.

RANDAL L
Ckay, | won't. Sorry.

RANDI
And, stop saying that.

RANDAL L
Sayi ng what? Sorry.

from Randal | ' s shaker.

16.
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RANDALL ( CONT' D)
Oh, no... | can't have...

JUDSON
Don't argue wth nother nature

RANDAL L
That makes no sense, none.

JUDSON
You're having fun, you're talking to
a certified sex goddess, enjoy.

RANDI
Randall. | must go before Stefan
forgets I'mhere and eats the
wai tress. Cone, sit with ne.

RANDAL L
If I nove, it could lead to
I nauspi ci ous consequences, inertia
is not to be toyed with, Spiritus
Sanctus, E Pluribus Unum

Randi slides off of her stool.

Randi gi ves Randal

RANDI
Okay, Research Randall, you stay
here with your Pluribus Unum ..

a hug and a kiss on the cheek and is

17.

of f. Randall watches her departing ass. Philip cones over.

PHI LI P
Ww, you resisted the irresistible.
You sure you're straight?

RANDAL L
She's... nice, really nice.

PH LI P
Yes, she is. | hope she's happy.

RANDAL L
She | ooks happy.

PH LI P
She al ways | ooks happy. That's her
j ob.

| NT. RESTAURANT ONE -- NI GHT

As Randi

returns to the tabl e,

argui ng about sone play in sone pro gane.

everyone i s hanmmered and



STEFAN
Hey, wench of mne, what's with Spike?

RANDI
He's fine. Two | egs. No spike.

FRI END ONE
Did you performa conplete pat down,
he could be arned, and | egged.

FRI END TWO
He is armed, you can see them from
here, one on each si de.

Lots of | aughs.

RANDI
He's nice. Uses dictionary words.
FRI END TWO
(to the waitress)
Darling... Jagerm ster shots, please,

for the StyleMax bride and groom of
t he year, and one for yourself...
and your e-mail, if you wll.

STEFAN
(to Friend Two)
And you, tell them | want the fucking
cover, slut, or you're fired.

Laughter all around. Randi turns on Stefan.

RANDI
| don't want to... | told you I want
this private, no press..

STEFAN
It is private, babe, it's a total
secret, but whoever has the exclusive
will find out about it, sonehow. ..

FRI END ONE
Randi, with you in that dress, every
man in America is going to be so
fucked up he won't know what to do,
whacki ng off to a bride in her wedding
dress, how perfect is that...

Randi bolts up and heads off.

STEFAN
Where you goi ng now, |ovey?

18.
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RANDI
Bat hr oom

She's gone, heads to the back, fighting tears.
FRI END ONE

(to Friend Two)
| f you get our server's e-mail..

FRI END TWO
"1l sell it to you, after |I'm done.
STEFAN

You are such an ass. So, how nuch?
13 | NT. RESTAURANT ONE -- CONTI NUOUS 13

Randal I wat ches Randi di sappear down the hallway. She | ooks
|l onely. She is so... beautiful. Erotic. A body like that,
how can it be real? He's surprised by a quickly grow ng
erection. Judson is cleaning. Randall reaches into a pocket,
pull s out sone index cards. H's toast, neatly typed.

RANDAL L
Have you a pen, knave? | amin need
of a witing inplenent...

Waves his hand in an exaggerated flourish. Judson slides a
pen across the bar to him

JUDSON
Witing royal edicts are we, m|ord?

RANDAL L
Yes, yes, indeed. Quite.

Randal|l turns the cards over, |eans over, and slips away. He
begins to wite, words pouring out, scribbling, stopping,

wai ting for the next wave, bearing down again. Judson checks
hi mas Randall wites on, oblivious, no | onger present.

14 | NT. RESTAURANT ONE -- NI GHT 14

The restaurant is enpty. Randall is gone. The Randi/ Stefan
drunk, happy nmass, heads out. Judson calls fromthe bar.

JUDSON
Oh, Randi... dearest one.

RANDI
Yes, ny sweet ?

JUDSON
You know Randall, the guy who...
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RANDI
Lawer sm dge Randal | .

Judson brings out a stack of index cards.

Hey, are we eating? W

JUDSON
He threw these away, but | thought...

FRI END ONE RANDI
VWat are they?

can swi ng west and...

JUDSON
It's his typed-out toast, but he
wrot e sonething el se on the back

STEFAN
We don't want sonme soggy shit from
t he garbage, Jud.

JUDSON
It wasn't in the garbage, it... never
m nd. No big deal

Philip appears and hol ds out his hand.

Judson hands the cards to him Philip doesn't ask,

| NT. TAXI

Randal | bounces along in the rear of a taxi,

PH LI P
Hol d up.

PHI LI P ( CONT' D)
Skin. ..
Soft, nelted-butter skin
Lit through a butterfly's w ng
Chanpagne-tickl ed, giggling skin
Awakened, aroused, rising to the touch
Hungry, aching
Sweat glistened, |ove-noi st
Love-hot skin
Spl ashed by salty drops
From dewwet |ips
Stroked, teased, nibbled, whinpering
Ri pe skin, Ready skin
Entered with a whisper
Ravaged with a roar

- - CONTI NUCQUS

r eads.

hi s address

pi nned to his tuxedo jacket, head back, eyes cl osed.

20.

15
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PHLIP (V.Q)
How i ng, scream ng
Fearl ess skin
Boi ling, flow ng
Lava skin
Consum ng ny parched soul
Returning home with its quarry
My seed, ny core, ny nelted heart
Seeping quiet into the Earth

| NT. RESTAURANT ONE -- CONTI NUOUS
It's gotten notably warmer, at |east for Randi.

PHI LI P
Fi ni shed, wasted, happy skin
Snowf | akes on fl ushed cheeks
Brushed with ice-cream | ace
Warm cool, norning-song skin
Taste nme skin. Swallow ne skin
Wanting you again skin

| NT. RANDALL'S APARTMENT -- CONTI NUOUS

Randal | 's jacket is on the floor, his address still pinned
toit. He faces his conputer, Randi in lingerie on the
screen. Hi s hand noves against his erection, through his
trousers.

PH LIP (V.0O)
Pi st on poundi ng
Jungl e thrusting
In again and in again

| NT. RESTAURANT ONE -- CONTI NUOUS
Randi wat ches the wet words as they spill fromPhilip' s nouth.
PH LI P

And done again

D ed and gone to ash again
Enough pl us enough

Too much and nore

Soft breath on | ove-cool ed skin
Forever and Ever

Amren Skin

Philip stops. The roomis hushed. Randi is dazed.

STEFAN
Well... that was... fucking wld..
FRI END ONE

Uh... did | just have sex with nyself?

16

17

18
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STEFAN
That was... wow. Huh, Randi ? Baby?
RANDI
Huh. .. what?
STEFAN
Pretty wild, huh?
FRI END TWO
VWait, | got it, let's see... skin of
nmy breakfast at Manny's... skin of
nmy eggs over easy... can we eat now?

Randi is trying to match quaint Randall to what she heard.
Philip is disgusted. The guys | augh and nove out the door.

RANDI
(to Philip)
You okay, hon? Sorry.

PH LI P
| should be used to it by now

RANDI
They're just fucked up. Let's neet
for coffee, soon. Really. Can you?

PH LI P
(unconvi nced)
Sure, sounds good.

RANDI
I ' m booked out next Wednesday?

PH LI P
And you' re show ng up?

RANDI
Yes, |love, of course |I'm show ng up.

G ves hima quick kiss, another kiss blown to Judson

RANDI ( CONT' D)
Bye, beautiful gay man.

JUDSON
Bye, goddess person. Be safe.

A HORN BLOW5. Qutside, two cars idle, Stefan standing by an
open door, waving wth obvious inpatience.
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| NT. COFFEE SHOP -- DAY 19

Philip, ensconced in a booth at an "in" COFFEE SHOP as Randi
approaches, in a slob outfit which only nakes her sexier.

RANDI

I"mtotally on tine. You're early.
PH LI P

| know. What's wrong, are you ill?

She slides into the booth, across from Philip.

RANDI
Don't be nean. | can be on tine once,
can't |? Coffee, | need...

A waitress, KORTNE (20's) sets a Cappuccino in front of her.

RANDI ( CONT' D)
Oh, how perfect.
(to Kortne)
Thank you so nuch.
(eyes her nane tag)
Kortne. K-OR T-N-E, cool.

KORTNE
Thanks. Ckay, | feel like an idiot,
but | have to do this. If | brought
over a take-out nmenu, would you sign
it for ny nephew? He has pictures of
you.... well, | don't want to think
about what he's doing with them but
he is quite a fan. Is that too dunmb?

RANDI
Are you kidding? If they stop doing
that to ny picture - |I'mdone.
KORTNE

| don't think that's going to happen
any tinme soon. But, thanks. He'l
die. 1'll be back.

RANDI
No probl em

And she's off. Randi turns back to Philip. He has Randall's
i ndex cards, slides them half way over

PH LI P
And don't say "Ch, what's that."
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RANDI
| don't know what you nean.

Randi sips her Cappuccino. Philip reaches for the cards.

RANDI ( CONT' D)
VWhoa. Hold it, buster.

He slides the cards back over.

PH LI P
You brought up coffee, called to
remnd ne, and you're 5 mnutes early,
which is just weird, actually.

Randi picks up the cards, | ooks at the scribbled witing.

RANDI
He was shit faced, wasn't he. Wy
did you keep these?

PH LI P
Because | couldn't throw away
sonet hi ng that beauti ful

RANDI
| couldn't renmenber nmuch of it. |
was a parcel trashed.

PH LI P
A parcel ?

RANDI
VWhat ? That's a word, right?

PH LI P
Well, yes. It is.

RANDI
You think he wote it for ne, don't
you. That's why you read it.

PH LI P

O course. That's why you're here.
RANDI

It's so...
PH LI P

Raw? Intimte? Erotic? Hot?

RANDI
It's like having dirty sex with your
bi ol ogy teacher. Research Randal | ?
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PH LI P
O |ike being hanmmer fucked by a
stallion with a throbbing cock of
gold, but that's just ne.

Slides a business card across the table.

PHI LI P ( CONT' D)
From Judson. Randall left it.

Randi | ooks at Randall's card, puts it in her bag. Kortne
returns with the check and paper nenu.

KORTNE
Whenever you're ready. No rush.

RANDI
Thanks.

Kortne's off as Randi digs in her bag, grabs a $20.

RANDI ( CONT' D)
(to Philip)
|"ve got it, ny treat.

She slips the $20 in the bill holder, then digs out a felt-
tip pen, signs the nenu, adds a big heart, puts the pen away.

RANDI ( CONT' D)
Should I call Research Stallion
Randal | ? You think he has a throbbing
cock of gold? Is that possible?

PH LI P
" mnot sure the Adonis al so known
as Stefan woul d approve. And | have
no i dea what Randall's cock | ooks
like, or if it throbs. But, his poetry
sure does. Whew.

RANDI

(hoppi ng up) _
Let's go. It wouldn't be cheating.
I"mthrow ng Stefan out on his glutes.

Philip hops up, follows her toward the front door.

PH LI P
What ? When? Way! ?

Randi | eads while sone diners grab a sneak peak and the
straight nmen fight to keep their nouths from droppi ng open.
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26.
EXT. COFFEE SHOP -- CONTI NUOUS 20
Qutside, Randi fishes out her keys as Philip waits.

RANDI
Sophi e Krupp. The new Brazilian treat.
You know Stefan had to take that
pussy for a test drive.

PH LI P
Oh, shit. I'mso sorry.

RANDI
| wwsh | was. Hey, are you and Jud
catering Kari's party?

PH LI P
The engagenent party? Yes.
RANDI
Wonderful. | think it's going to be

great gl obs of fun.

PH LI P
That sounds di sgusti ng.

RANDI
You hope. Bye, ny |ove.

Qui ck two-cheek kiss and Randi's off. Philip's left to shake
hi s head. She never ceases to amaze and stupefy him

I NT. RANDI 'S CONDO -- DAY 21

Randi on her sofa with her phone and Randall's cards, her
whol e worl d churning. Stefan cones through with gym bag,
full of energy, and hinself. Randi tucks the cards away.

STEFAN
Baby, if you mss today, you're
wor ki ng tonorrow so that's two days.

RANDI
So, | mss two days, so what?

STEFAN
That dress is a size nada. And the
canera adds pounds, you know t hat.

RANDI
You cal l ed the paparazzi, not ne.
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STEFAN
By the way, you |ook very hot today.
| still think you have the finest

rack in the world. You' re going to
kill that fucking dress, baby.

RANDI
How about | just go topless? Wite
t hong and veil, what do you think?

STEFAN
kay, fine. Pork up, but don't bitch
about | ooking fat on the day.

And he's out. Randi grabs her phone, hits redial.

RANDI
H, John? Can you cone now? Yes, |
own it. | can show you the papers.

All the locks, that's right. No, he
won't be happy. | tell you what,
John, if you want, call E' And tel

t hem he's bangi ng Sophi e Krupp, M ss
Teen Brazil. Yes, it's true. Mve
your ass, John.

Randi di sconnects. She grabs Randal|l's cards, |ooks again.
Tal ks to herself, punching another nunber into her phone.

RANDI ( CONT' D)
You're a dweeb. | don't do dweeb. |
do not... do...

Soneone answers her call.

RANDI ( CONT' D)
Hey, babe, it's nme. I'mgreat. Listen,
| have the npbst amazing idea for an
engagenent gift for you and Dennis.
Can | invite sonebody to the bash?
None of your business. No, he's not
comng... at least not in ne. |l
tell you later, | have to run. Ckay,
great. See you then. Kiss Kkiss.

She di sconnects. Returns to Randall's poem After a nonent,
her free hand goes to her throat, fingers tracing lightly,
t hen sliding down, passing between her breasts, and down.

| NT. RANDALL'S APARTMENT -- NI GHT
Randal | 's eating pasta froma bow, watching a B&W GUNSMKE

DVD when his phone goes off. He checks the ID, "Restricted."
He answers it, warily.



23

24

25

28.

RANDALL
Hel | 0?

EXT. NI GHTCLUB QUTSI DE -- N GHT 23

Randi, high, outside a club with Philip, LIMO at the curb.
On her cell phone.

RANDI
Hey, Randall? Is this Research Lawyer
Attorney Randal | ?

| NT. RANDALL'S APARTMENT -- N GHT 24

Randall nutes the tel evision. Freaked out. Too sober to have
this conversation. Physically shaking.

RANDAL L
This is Randall. This is me, | nean.
EXT. N GHTCLUB QUTSI DE -- CONTI NUOUS 25

A QUY approaches, a player. Randi puts her hand up: forget
it. He shrugs and turns back toward the club.

RANDI
Hey, Lawyer Attorney Randall, it's
Randi ... are you there... oh, hey.
Look, Randall, | want to ask you a
huge, huge favor. |I've got a really

special girlfriend, and she's getting
married, and there's this party,

engagenent party... | was wonderi ng,
woul d you wite a toast |ike the one
you wote before... no, no, the one

on the back... Judson did... oh right,
you didn't know... stop it, it was...
incredible, it was... it was really
special, really. So, anyway... can
you wite one? As an engagenent gift
fromme... for ny friend? You' d cone
to the party, and you could give the
toast. Your stuff is amazing... a
little hot, my god, you' re a sm dge
naughty, Lawyer Randall, but so..

just... beautiful.

(serious, though high)
Stop it. It was, Randall, it was...
very... well, erotic, but |oving,

you know... just, special, you know?

Philip is notioning her to finish up.



RANDI ( CONT' D)
And, anyway, it would be fun to see

you... Sure, |I'lIl be there, nit wt,
she's ny friend and it's ny gift.
So... really? You would? It's ny

friend Kari, she's marrying Dennis
Bi r kenst ock, do you know hi n? Yeah,
that one, of course. Oh, this wll
be such fun. 1'll call you with
details... great. So, I'll see you
there. And, wite sonething great,
but not as good as mne. Ch... no, |
was kidding, it's mne now, | didn't
mean it was for ne... Well, just own
it mster, you' re amazing. Ckay,

C ao, love poet. Ha, bye.

Randi di sconnects. She's al nost gi ddy.

PH LI P
He's going to do it, | guess.

RANDI
That's so cool, yeah?

Philip's not happy.

RANDI ( CONT' D)
What ?

PH LI P
He's not a pet, you know.

RANDI
Lawyer Randall? | know that.

PH LI P
You can't bring himhone, not to
your zip code. They require pedigrees.
Randal | ' s a pound puppy, sweetie.

RANDI
He's cute, kind of. Goofy, runpled
cute, like a Corgi.

PHI LI P
My point exactly. And...

RANDI
You're the one who read the dam
poem bitch! Don't you think I could
use a man with a brain for a change,
instead of a wi nd-up fuck-toy,

( MORE)
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RANDI ( CONT' D)
strutting around after he fucks ne
like he just made ny life conplete,
like I can't live without his
br ai nl ess cock?

PH LI P
You... you can't...
(cracki ng up)
Sorry, but that's pretty funny. Oh,
what the hell. I've known a brainless
cock or two in ny time. Enjoy.

Randi hugs him

RANDI
You're so good to ne, you're amazing.
So, am| totally full of shit?

PH LI P
Not totally. You' d be brown, and
much heavier. Shit is heavy shit.

Randi screans and | aughs, grabs Philip's arm and wal ks them
toward the waiting LI MO

RANDI
The best dogs conme fromthe pound.
Everybody knows that.

| NT. RANDALL'S APARTMENT - CONTI NUOUS 26

Randal|l sits. Staring. Now what? He can't do this. And she
saw the other one? He rises, on the edge of an anxiety attack.
Goes to his kitchen, opens a bag of ruffle potato chips,

puts several in his nouth and chews, goes to the freezer.

Hand on the handl e. Checks a clock. Mdnight. Yanks the door
open. Half the freezer is filled by frosted vodka bottl es.

I NT. HAMPTONS PARTY HOUSE -- NI GHT 27

In the mdst of a bustling party of hot and tasty players

i ke Randi and her ilk, nodels, stock brokers, fund nmanagers,
starlets, trust fund babies, Philip opens the door on Randal

inasuit. Asuit Randall would wear to work. Randall's feet
cenented in place. Three or four vodkas al ready consuned, at
home, for courage. But now, |ocked into the flight inpulse.

Philip invites himin, tells himJudson's there, too - they're
catering. Randi appears, ravishing, greets Randall with a
happy shriek and a hug, takes his arm Drags himin the door.
Pulls himaside, into a conspiratorial whisper conference.
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RANDI
You wore your |awyer suit, didn't
you? That's a riot. Ckay, Lawyer
Randal I , have you got ny | ove poen?

RANDAL L
Could you call nme just Randall?

RANDI
kay, Just Randall. Do you?

PHI LI P
(bei ng ignored)
Can | go cater now?

RANDI
Yes, love, you are di sm ssed.

PH LI P
You only took one, right?

RANDI
Yes, doctor, don't worry about ne.
Go sell sone sausages. Qooh, well,
you know what | nean.

Philip shakes his head but | oves her i mensely, |oves seeing
her happy even if it's dunb, heads off.

RANDI ( CONT' D)
So, did you bring sonme slipping,
sliding hot stuff poetry?

RANDAL L
(visibly unsettled)
... could | get a... drink, do you

t hi nk? Just a quick drink?

RANDI
Chhh, you. ..

She squeezes his arm which presses her breast against it,
only heightening his arousal and fright. She | eads himoff.

RANDI ( CONT' D)
"1l get you drunk, then you'll tel
me. It better not be as good as m ne
or I mght have to spank you

They glide through the guests as people check out the new
guy, the dweeb in the drab suit with the goddess.

GUEST ONE
Ckay, that's not fair.



Randi

GUEST TWD
You t hink? Maybe he's her accountant.

32.

pulls Randall up to the main bar, Judson in charge.
Judson' s al ready shaking a m xi ng shaker.

JUDSON
Buono noche, ny friend, your usual ?
A pink squirrel? Wth shaved coconut ?

RANDAL L
What? I's that good? |'ve never had..

JUDSON
A joke, inside gay hunor, sire. One
shi nmering gl aci al masterpi ece com ng
up. | see you' ve overcone your dislike
of goddess creat ures.

RANDI
Oh, shush, stop calling ne that.

JUDSON
| didn't call you that, GQ did.

RANDI
Oh, what do they know?

JUDSON
The sane thing Maxi m knows. Cosno.
Pl ayboy. Here you go, your | ordship.

Judson pours Randall's martini and sets a hi ghbal
filed with ice and vodka on the bar for Randi

Randi

RANDI
Thanks, Jud, ny |ove.

JUDSON
No es nada. You two, have fun, and
don't do anybody | would. They're
probably gay.

| eads Randall off a short distance and stops.

RANDI
| have to go back to ny nmanager and
sone people, we're tal king sonme
busi ness, so have your drinkie, dear,
and m ngle, but please say you did
wite sonething, please...

RANDAL L
| wote... | don't know if...

gl ass
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RANDI
Oh, scrunptious puppies..

Randi gives Randall a quick kiss on the nouth. No big dea
to her, but to him Ilike being hit by Iightening.

RANDI ( CONT' D)
| knewit. | can't wait to hear it.
| " m thinking you should read it at
m dni ght .

RANDAL L
Read it? I... sonebody el se, should..

RANDI
"Il be back. I'mso glad you cane.

Randi | eaves himin her wake. Randall takes a deep swall ow
and then just drains his martini, heads back to the bar.

I NT. HAMPTONS PARTY HOUSE -- N GHT

The bride-to-be KARI quiets the crowd, at m dnight. In anong
the attendees, given no special notice at this point, is
publici st MAUDE KAPLAN.

KARI
Everybody, everybody... Thank you,
shush a m nute, yes, thanks, okay.
First, thank you all for com ng and
maki ng fools of yourselves. | was so
counting on that.

(laughter)

But, now, there's a... we have, or
do, Dennis and |I... our dear friend
sone of you m ght know as the hottest
body in the world, Ms. Randi Bach..
yes, yes, it's true, and it's al
real, so she clains... but anyway,
Randi has brought a special gift.
She has brought her own | ove poet,
Randal I, who has a last name, | am
sure, Randall, who has witten a
poem original poem as a gift from
Randi to Dennis and |

Kari | ooks around. No sign of Randi or Randall.

KARI ( CONT' D)
As soon as Ms. Randi can find her
| ove poet. Everybody grab a refill.
No toasting enpty, you rascals..
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EXT. HAMPTONS PARTY HOUSE -- CONTI NUOUS 29

Qutside on the patio, Randall stands, jacket open, one hand
tucked into a pocket, the other holding what m ght be his
fifth or sixth martini, since he got here. But, w th Randall,
the effect is transformational. As if the vodka has washed
the fear away, or washed away the protective coating, to
reveal himunderneath. Randi rushes out fromthe main room

RANDI
There you are, you... man. It's tinme
for the toast. Hurry up

Wth a studi ed casual ness, noving slowy because he knows
t he dangers of quick novenents when obliterated.

RANDAL L
Sally forth, Sally. C ear the strasse,
for I do now nove, in a roughly |inear
fashion. ..
(pointing at the door)
That way, forsooth

Randi tries to hurry him up.

RANDI
Oh, CGod, here cones the dictionary.
Move it, mster.

RANDAL L
As | am Mving IT a/k/la ME, the
organi sm on the path, thence..

| NT. HAMPTONS PARTY HOUSE -- CONTI NUOUS 30

As they enter, a cheer goes up and the fear pierces Randall's
stupor. He stops. Randi stops, goes back for him

RANDI
Conme on.
(no response)
Randal | 7 What? What is it?

RANDAL L
| ... perhaps sonebody el se. Do you
have a poet bull pen? |Is there any
one here who reads?

RANDI
No. Come on. You're the |ove poet. |
want you to read it.
(sweetly)
Ckay? WII you? For me?
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Randal I has never been this nervous while plastered, never.
But, the al cohol has himclose enough to the precipice that
the step off is not so far. He doesn't wal k over with head
hel d hi gh and shoul ders back. No, he stunbles over. Trips
over. But, over he goes, in spite of hinself.

RANDAL L
I wll. I will. Yes. | wll. For
you. And there is good news.

RANDI
What's that, you fool ?

RANDAL L
| wrote it, so |l can read it.

RANDI
Good point. That's a great point.

RANDAL L
(moving into the roon
Except | typed it. So, that really
doesn't matter. Anyway. Not really.

Randi gl ances at her friend, shoul der shrug. Maybe this was
not a good idea. Meanwhile, Randall is in his pocket, pulls
out a typed sheet, funbling to hold his martini and unfold
the paper. Clears his throat, and settles. He's quiet for a
long tine. The crowd fidgets, |ow whispers.

Randall | ooks for Randi, finds her. Stares. She thinks to
maybe stop this. But, Randall turns back and begi ns.

RANDALL ( CONT' D)
| stand naked.
In a waterfall of
Spar kl i ng, wet |aughter,
Spl ashed with naughty sm | es.
| am a new puppy,
Wth a fresh, wet nose.

The room qui ets as he reads, grows nore quiet, nonment by
monment until, at the end, there is barely a sound.

RANDALL ( CONT' D)
And | don't sit,
And | don't stay,
And | don't behave.
And, yet, | am| oved.
| am w apped in |ove
| conpletely deserve,
Forever and ever,
For no reason at all.
( MORE)
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RANDALL ( CONT' D)
| sleep on a bed of bunnies,
In tossed | ace and happy undi es.
| amheld in the eyes of a gypsy wonan,
Wth tales of |ove,
Ten thousand years ol d.
All these things | am
Since | net the Mad Man
Who pierced ny heart,
And saw ne fromthe inside

Silence. Sonme eyes are wet, others stunned. Kari squeezes
Denni s’ hand, then hugs Randi .

KARI
Thank you so much. My God, |'ve never
heard anyt hing so beautiful.

The guests share a release with |aughter and sone appl ause,
scattered "wows" and "that was amazi ng" and such.

KARI ( CONT' D)
That was the best present ever.
(whi spers to Randi)
|"msorry it wasn't for you

But it was. And Randi knows it.
RANDI

Me, too. I'"'mstealing Randall. He
hates crowds and we need to discuss

sone of his... punctuation, tee hee.
KARI
Are you... really? Randi... girl,
you' re high, we have to talk.
RANDI
Not now, | have a fresh, wet nose

and | need a naked waterfall.

Randi heads to Randall's rescue. He's lost and adrift, being
congratul ated and stared at. In the background, publicist
Maude Kapl an, whispers to her assistant, LOREN HARPER (23).

RANDI ( CONT' D)
Randal I, Randal |, cone, ny dear.
(taking his arm
We nust rest your head brain, and
wake up your other brain..

She offers up a small pill, which he sees and blindly takes,
sticking out his tongue, chasing it with martini.
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RANDI ( CONT' D)
...the brain with the little hel met
on top. | want to tell it sonething,
and it's on the tip of ny tongue.

A giddy girl on a mssion of erotic mschief. She's agl ow
| NT. RANDALL'S APARTMENT -- MORNI NG

Randal | wadded up in bed covers, half past dead, rolls over
bl i nking, disoriented. Philip is sitting in a chair, reading.

PH LI P
How are we this norning? Love poet?

RANDAL L
What ... where, why are you..

PH LI P
| brought you honme. Orders fromthe
boss. You tucked yourself in, or

fell in, actually. Don't worry. You're
still a gay virgin. You weren't al
that attractive by 4:00 this norning.
RANDAL L
Oh, I... 4:00 o' clock?
PH LI P

"Ish, nore or |ess.

RANDAL L
| did the... did | do the toast thing
at mdnight? DDd | read it?

PH LI P
Yes, you did. You stunned the crowd,
no small feat with that crowd. And,
you certainly stunned the boss, again.

RANDAL L
Why... the boss? | thought you worked
at the restaurant.

PHI LI P
| own the restaurant. But, she's ny
sister, so | help out now and then,
with this and that. You now fal
into one of those categories, though
"' m not sure which

RANDAL L
Oh... she's your sister.

31
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PH LI P
And | have a nessage. She's
enbarrassed at how she behaved | ast
ni ght and she would |ike to have
cof fee someti me and apol ogi ze.

RANDAL L
Apol ogi ze? For what ?
PH LI P
She's ny sister. There are limts.
RANDAL L
Ch, that's not... what?
PH LI P
Randal I . .
RANDAL L
Yes. ..
PH LI P
Randi's going through a tough tine.
RANDAL L
| know. | read it, the | ocks and al

that. That's no fun, huh

PH LI P
| don't like Stefan, but...

ts up, pulling the coverlet up with him

RANDAL L
Oh... what did1l... did | enbarrass
her? O you? Wat did I...

PH LI P
"1l spare the details. But, she
says she seduced you. She even paid
one of ny servers to read your poem
while... during, yeah. Al that.

RANDAL L
Oh, CGod. She... we... that's not...
possible... are you... sure?

PH LI P
Randal I . .

RANDAL L

Yes. ..

38.



PH LI P
Randi's not... the nost predictable.
She's really sweet, but she... she
al ways comes back honme eventually,
to her... these people. | like you.
| don't want you to get caught up in
sonething that...

RANDAL L
| know who | am Philip. No need to
rem nd ne. She's upset and she got
drunk. On that, | am an expert. And
she did sonething, | guess. | don't
i magi ne it woul d happen agai n, not
when she sees ne in daylight.

PHI LI P
Hey, you're not an ugly guy, at all.
RANDAL L
| yamwhat | yam don't worry about
it. I don't renmenber it, anyway.
PHI LI P

But, man, you do wite sonme beauti ful
shit. Where does it cone fronf

RANDAL L
| don't know.
PHI LI P
Honey, if you were gay, please.
RANDAL L
It's just... sonething... | do..
wite... when I'mfive nonkeys drunk.
PHI LI P
What does that nean?
RANDAL L
One nonkey is drunk. Five is... nore
than that. Real drunk. Sober, |'m

M ster Rogers, rest his cardigan.

PH LI P
A cashmere turtl eneck woul d have
| ooked nice on him with his frane.

Philip considers for a nonent. Go there or not?

PHI LI P ( CONT' D)
Ckay, this is hard.

39.
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RANDAL L
It's okay. |"mused to it.
PHI LI P
Not hard on you, on ne. You don't
remenber, so I'll tell you. You
recei ved favorabl e revi ews.
RANDAL L
Revi ews?
PHI LI P
She said you were... a beast.
RANDAL L
Beast ? Me?
PHI LI P
Beast as in animal. | tried to stop
i stening, about how you... did her..
okay, |I'mjust saying, you received

hi gh marks for enthusi

asm Except

fromthe Russian judge. |'m going.

Philip's up. Randall's nunb struck.

RANDAL L
Ckay. Well, thank you.

Philip. That

was really nice. Bringing ne hone.

PH LI P
No problem WMaybe |'I

see you agai n.

Drop by the restaurant sonetine.

RANDAL L

(rolling up)
Yeah, okay. Well, bye.

PHI LI P

Pl ease, stay down. There's a can of
V-8 in the fridge. | recommend half
and half with vodka. Then back to

bed. Sleep. You'll be
Next Tuesday.

And Philip's out the door.
| NT. RANDALL'S APARTMENT -- DAY

Randall's at his kitchen table,
spread everywhere, listening in

good by Tuesday.

t he Sunday New York Tinmes
hi s phone.
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| NT. RANDI'S CONDO -- DAY 33
Randi's on her cell phone, on her sofa.
RANDI
Philip says he took care of you. Are
you alright?
| NT. RANDALL'S APARTMENT -- DAY 34

The conversation continues, Randi by voice-over.

RANDAL L
Uh... | guess, thanks to your brother.
He' s ni ce.
RANDI (O S.)
Li sten, Randall, | know Philip
apol ogi zed for nme but | wanted to
tell you I'msorry if I... well, |
was really high and...
RANDAL L
It's fine. You don't have to...
RANDI (O S.)
| just didn't want you to be
enbarrassed... you know... it's okay,
it's not a big deal
RANDAL L
Speak for yourself.
RANDI (O S.)
Well, | should go. Randall..
RANDAL L
Don't worry, | know ny pl ace.
RANDI (O S.)

What's that nmean? |'mjust saying,
you are a naughty boy, and | nean
that as a conplinent.

RANDAL L
| didn't know t hat.

RANDI (O.S.)
Weird, |ove poet, you don't even
sound |ike the sanme person.

RANDAL L
"' m not, maybe.
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RANDI (O.S.)
What ?

RANDAL L

42.

Not hi ng. Your brother, Philip..

RANDI (O S.)
Never mnd Philip. He's
you; he's insulting ne.

not insulting

RANDAL L
l"mnot |ike, I'mnot whatever you..
| don't even... | read a lot...
RANDI (O S.)

So who was fucking ny br

ai ns out

| ast ni ght? Maybe that wasn't you.

RANDAL L
| don't know.

RANDI (O.S.)

So, get drunk. If you're a nerd when

you' re sober and a wild
you' re drunk, then stay

man when
drunk. When

am| going to see you again?

RANDAL L
you want to see nme? Sober?
RANDI (O.S.)
No.
RANDAL L
No?
RANDI (O.S.)

No. You're boring sober.
one ni ght and drunk- cal

Get drunk
me. Just

wait until you're a sm dge trashed,

or if you feel like gett
a smdge trashed and cal
want to ravage ne again,

ing north of
Il me, if you
but not so

trashed you don't renenber. You'l

hurt ny feelings. Ckay?

RANDAL L
... oh, sure, okay.

And a click. She hung up. Randal
| NT. PR AGENT'S OFFI CE -- DAY
MAUDE KAPLAN reads her screen. Her

Love poet?

hol ds hi s phone, nunb.

assistant, LOREN waits.
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MAUDE
Randi called himthe "Love Poet,"
and they quoted her. He's a | awer?
| thought he was a nortician.

LOREN
He's ki nda goofy cute, |ike that guy
in "The Anniversary Party" who goes
off with Gwneth.

MAUDE
Goofy cute is for puppies. Set up
drinks. Let's take his pul se.

LOREN

Done.
MAUDE

Not done, you're still standing there.
LOREN

Ri ght. Doi ng, going to do.
Loren hurries out and Maude yells after her.

MAUDE
Get Randi on the phone. Milti-task,
Loren, nulti-task, a new concept.

| NT. LAW FI RM LI BRARY -- DAY
Monday norning. Randall enters the firmlibrary. Marshal

| ooks at himlike he doesn't know him Randall |ooks |ike
war med over excrenent.

MARSHAL L

You' ve got nessages, on your chair.
RANDAL L

Who fronf
MARSHAL L

From t he peopl e on the nessages.
Too tired to joust with Marshall, he shuffles on.

MARSHALL ( CONT' D)
And your dad wants to see you ASAP

RANDAL L
Oh boy.

MARSHAL L
And you're in the paper.
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RANDAL L
Me?

MARSHAL L
Wiy do you do that? Did you really
wite that raunchy poetry stuff?
Randal | turns, wanders back out.

RANDAL L
"' m goi ng home sick

MARSHAL L
What ? Now! ? What about your dad?!

37 I NT. PR AGENT'S OFFI CE -- DAY 37

Loren at Maude's door.

LOREN
He went home si ck.

MAUDE
VWhere's he |ive?

LOREN
Uh. ..

MAUDE

Does the bl oodhound stop and say,
"Sorry, he went hone sick?"

LOREN
Wof, I"'mon it.

MAUDE
On thinice is what you' re on. Co.

38 | NT. RANDALL'S APARTMENT -- DAY 38

Randal | answers his cell phone. H's phone has never rung so
much in one week.

RANDAL L
Hel | 0? No. | nean, yes, ny nanme is
Randal | . Maude who? No, | don't.
(startled)
VWhat ? Why?
39 | NT. RESTAURANT ONE -- CONTI NUOQUS 39

Randal | enters Philip's restaurant. A beautiful young thing,
LYSSA COLE (22) is the HOSTESS. Judson is behind the bar and
gi ves Randal |l the high sign
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LYSSA
M. Timons, good afternoon, your
party is here, if you'll follow ne.

She leads himto a table by the wi ndow, where Maude is al ready
settled in, with a Manhattan one-quarter gone.

MAUDE

Hel | o, Randall, |'m Maude.
RANDAL L

|'' m Randal |, hell o.

Lyssa pulls out a chair and waits as he sits.

LYSSA
Judson has M. Timons' order, M.
Kapl an, what can | get you?

MAUDE
Well, well, aren't we special. Another
Booker's Manhattan, dear, and stop
| ooki ng so ravishing, it's depressing.

LYSSA
Ch, please. Now I know why you do
what you do. I'll be right back

She wal ks away. Maude shakes her head.

MAUDE
Where do they conme from Randall?
So, you are the talk of the tabl oids.
"Love Poet" to the rich & fanous.

RANDAL L
| just... | don't know, it was just
sonmething I... wote.
MAUDE
Do you wite a ot of these things?
RANDAL L
(whet her true or not)
No.
MAUDE

Do you plan to wite nore?

RANDAL L
No. Wy?

Lyssa brings his drink over, a martini.



RANDALL ( CONT' D)
Oh, thank you. Ww.

LYSSA
You're wel cone. By the way, | |oved
your toast, it was... beautiful.
RANDAL L

Thank you. Where did... thank you.

LYSSA
You' re wel cone, again...
(endearingly silly)
Let day know when you're ready,
he' Il be your server.

And of f she glides.

MAUDE
Celebrity, will it ever cease to
befuddl e ne. Now, to business. Let
Iy I

me tell you a little sonething about
me. I'min the PR business.
RANDAL L
| know.... you're on the Internet.
MAUDE
Dammed thi ng. Okay, so here's the
deal. |'ve read your toasts..
RANDAL L
Toast s?
MAUDE

Yes, the Birkenstock toast, or should
| call it, poem | think they're
poens... and the Randi Bach poem
It's all over your beloved Internet.

RANDAL L
Both of... how did they... they are
both on... | didn't realize.

MAUDE

The New Yorker has them and they're
interested. But that's peanuts.

RANDAL L
Interested. In what? What peanuts?
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MAUDE
I n publishing you. Now. This Randi
Bach thing... | represent her, and

this restaurant, by the way, which
is why we're here. W eat free.

RANDAL L
Oh. | didn't know that.

MAUDE
That's why | told you. Now, Randi is
marryi ng Stefan the Swedi sh neat

puppet. | have to tell you, Randi
is... frisky, no, that's unfair..
she's... | love her dearly, she's..

in French it's "volatile" but it
doesn't translate exactly. She's a
handful. How s that.

RANDALL
| can see that.

MAUDE
You can. Randall ..

RANDALL
Yes.

MAUDE

Do you understand how significant it
is that 1"'mhaving this litt t
with you about Randi Bach?

— —

RANDAL L
Not really.

MAUDE
Ckay. Well, trust me. It puts you in
pl ay. Okay, forget Randi. That w ||
fizzle on it's own but that was quite
sone party, huh. Was that your go-to-
work suit, by the way? That you wore?

RANDAL L
Yes. \Wy?

MAUDE
I nteresting. Maybe you keep it, could
wor k. So, you slept with Randi, yes?

RANDAL L
Me? You nean... no, not at all. No.



Lyssa del

MAUDE

She says yes. |Is she just braggi ng?
RANDAL L

Wll... wait... that's a conpletely...

I nappropriate question.
vers Maude's Manhattan along with a smle.

MAUDE
It won't be the last. You know Dr.
Sam yes? Samant ha Jel ks?

RANDAL L
Sure, the advice columist, of course.

MAUDE
And radi o show host, yes. She is
also ny client.

RANDAL L
.
MAUDE
And, she is retiring, cashing in.
RANDAL L
Ckay.
MAUDE

Your Randi poens hitting the Net.
The New Yor ker receiving copies.

That was ne. Call it a free sanple.
RANDAL L

Ckay. I'msorry, but I'mnot sure..
MAUDE

How woul d you like to take over Sam s
col um? The radi o show is trickier
but maybe you do a book. For now,

you do a |l over's colum. Randal

Ti nmons, attorney and counsel or at

| ove, or sonething | ess cheesy. And
very raw, fresh

RANDAL L
Me, to wite a... | could never..

MAUDE
You wouldn't wite the damm thing.
W'l find sonmeone to do that, an
assi stant for you. | have soneone in
( MORE)
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MAUDE ( CONT' D)
m nd. But, you would conme up with
the themes. And wite your poens for
certain rare occasions. Maybe we
publish a small book of them Iike
the Prophet, G bran. But x-rated,
for nodern tinmes. Could you do that?

RANDAL L

| don't know. No, | don't think.
MAUDE

Did you wite those poens?
RANDAL L

Yes, but... this is personal, by the

way, not sonething | tal k about.

MAUDE
This could work, but we have to nove.
You're hot now, but it's only Mnday.
How nmuch do you make at the |aw thing?

RANDAL L
Vell, not that nuch, really. | do
research, appellate work. Menos on
points of law, briefs and such.

MAUDE
You'd do very well with your own
syndi cat ed col um. Radi o show? Books.

RANDAL L
(lifting his gl ass)
Could I get one nore of these, do
you think, would that be alright?

MAUDE
You drink a lot, do you?

RANDAL L
| don't know. More lately, maybe.

MAUDE
That's fine. So did Hem ngway.

RANDAL L
"' m no Hem ngway. . .

MAUDE
You are if | say you are. So, you're
a hard drinking romantic stuck in a
boring job, witing soaring |ove

MORE)
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MAUDE ( CONT' D)
sonnets in the dead of night,
di scovered in ny client's restaurant,
by my client Randi Bach who was so
overcone by your poens that she gave

herself to you. | like it.
RANDAL L
What? | didn't say yet...
MAUDE
So, say yet.
RANDAL L
Unh... I... should | do this?
MAUDE
You should do this. Tonorrow, you
conme to ny office and sign. | send

your stuff to the necessary people.
Sone papers will ban you. Geat.
That's exactly why it'll tip, in
marketing lingo. It's "now' and that's
why Dr. Sam needs to go sow her oats
where they actually grow oats. And
the hotter the better. Today, even
ni ce peopl e have sex. And wonen | ove
bei ng given perm ssion to get dirty.
The tourist who just snapped our
photo through the windowis a free-
| ance hound so you'll nake the
Wednesday gossip section and Thur sday
we announce the deal. That weekend
we have your launch party at sone
pl ace dripping in Ferrari's, Dr. Sam
hands you a gold felt pen which you
use to autograph the slope of our
host ess' creany breast - which wll
be nostly exposed in the dress | put
her in. I'massum ng she'll attend,
if she's smart, and if you want her.
Very Hem ngway, very wild. Deal ?
(puts out her hand)
Randi said to say yes, if it matters.

Said the magi ¢ word, Randi. Randall, nunb, shakes her hand.

RANDAL L
yes.

MAUDE
But stay away from her, she's trouble
and she belongs to Stefan. My client.
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RANDAL L
| thought he noved out.

MAUDE
So he'll nove back in.

RANDAL L
Oh.

MAUDE

(signals Lyssa)
Ckay, let's have a toast. But, no
odes to the noi st vagi na, save those
for the paying custoners.

(as Lyssa arrives)
Two nore, dear and pl ease join us
for a drink... no, stop that, just
doit... You're here to neet people
and advance your nodeling or acting
career, am|l right?

LYSSA
Acting, yes, that's true, I'm..

MAUDE
So, get a drink and cone neet sone
people. Don't be stupid, honey.

As Lyssa glides away on gol den | egs.

MAUDE ( CONT' D)
We have one drink. Then we | eave.
Just slightly drunk. Slightly naughty.
"1l invite her to the launch party.
Do you like her, | should ask..

RANDAL L
She... seens nice...
MAUDE
Ch, jeezus. Randall, you are so | ucky

you nmet me, you cannot i nmagine.
Randal | | ooks up. Lyssa is at the bar, waiting for Judson to
m x the drinks. She flashes an electric smle. Randall needs
an anchor to the earth.
EXT. CTY SI DEWALK -- DAY
Randal | and Philip exit an OFFI CE BU LD NG

PH LI P
Vll, you did it.
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RANDAL L
| don't know... | nean... it seens
so, made up...

PH LI P

It's spin. Oral jazz. But, all Mude's
doing is |l everagi ng. Maude woul dn't

be hot on you if you didn't have
sonething. And to think, it al

started with getting shit faced at

my bar. | should get a cut.
RANDAL L
You wll. I"lIl tell all the lonely

| osers that's where lonely | osers
go, help you out.

PH LI P
kay, Love Doctor, we gotta break
out sone credit cards and get you
dressed for success.

A ringing cell phone. Randall takes it out, funbles to open

it,

| ooks at the number - "Restricted" - answers it.

RANDAL L
Hel |l o. ..

EXT. CENTRAL PARK -- DAY

Randi in running gear, talks to Randall on a headset.

RANDI
Hey... Maude told ne you signed.

RANDALL (O S.)
| think so. Philip's taking ne
shoppi ng. Maude gave us a |ist.

RANDI
Vodka and condons. And sone new
underwear. No nore Yogi Bear boxers.
O no underwear, that's okay, too.

RANDALL (O S.)
Uh, okay...

RANDI
| told Maude we're dating. She says
okay for now, for PR the beauty &
beast thing. She has no idea, does
she beastie? She can think whatever
she wants. Fuck her.

41



42

43

44

EXT. G TY SIDEWALK -- DAY

Randal

Il is flumoxed and fl ustered.

RANDAL L
You... But, | haven't... we haven't...

RANDI (O.S.)
Because you haven't called ne.

RANDAL L
| don't have your phone nunber.

RANDI (O.S.)
Do you want to date ne or not? Jeez,
| usually don't have to ask

RANDAL L
VWiy? | nmean, why woul d you want to?

EXT. CENTRAL PARK -- DAY

Randi

begins to stretch.

RANDI
Oh, shut up. So, we're an item Yay.
And I'"'mthrow ng you a | aunch party,
wel | Maude is, at ny favorite naughty
club, but we're saying I'mdoing it.
Stefan will shit his huggies. So,
come over tonight. | want to
congratul ate you. | have a present
for you. It wal ks around, and tal ks,
and does all sorts of fun things.

RANDALL (O. S.)
Me?

RANDI
No, your uncle Boris. Yes, you.

EXT. G TY SIDEWALK -- DAY

Randal

53.
42

43

44

needs to get off the phone, using any excuse he can.

RANDAL L
Okay, well, okay. Philip's pacing.

RANDI (O.S.)
Show up. El even o' clock. My place.

RANDAL L
That's pretty |ate.



45

46

a7

54.
EXT. CDNTRAL PARK -- DAY 45
Randi trots off, beginning her run.

RANDI
Randal I, shut that dude up, whoever
is on this phone call with ne. Get
drunk, and get your ass over here,
11 o' clock. Bye. Tell Philip hey.

She di sconnects.
EXT. CTY SIDEWALK -- CONTI NUQUS 46
A practically nunb Randall puts his phone away.

RANDAL L
She sai d hey.

PHI LI P
Hey. Okay, you need a nane, Randall..
R .. R-Mon? Maybe... Look, R-Mn,

Randi's not entirely... stable.
RANDAL L
She bel ongs to the neat puppet. Maude
told ne.
PHI LI P

| know what she neans. These peopl e
fight in unusual ways. In the nedia,
on magazi ne covers. It's crazy.

RANDAL L
Calling off the wedding, changing
the | ocks. That's normal ?

PH LI P
Ckay, tinme for Philip's magi c nmake-
over. Shoes. Yes. Shoes first. Lord,
dressing straight guys is so nuch
| ess demandi ng.

I NT. LAW FI RM OFFI CE -- DAY 47
J. Walter Tinmmons on the phone in his office.

J. WALTER
Randall, it's dad. | got your nessage
and I'mnot clear, you're going to
be witing an advice colum? |'m
assumng this is a part tinme thing?
Anyway, call ne asap. I'mfinalizing
( MORE)
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J. WALTER ( CONT' D)
the nove and | want to make sure,
" massum ng you're still com ng.
And | want to hear about this party
and these... what are these... poens
they say you wote? And Randi Bach?
Is this all a... well, you know, is
this in any way... real? Not that
woul d think... anyway, call ne back.

EXT. RANDI'S CONDO -- N GHT 48

A mnute '"til 11: 00, Randall stands outside Randi's door.
Many sheets to the wind, he's the man on the patio at the
engagenent party. Blind drunk but washed by the cl eansing
power of frozen vodka. Randi answers the door, totally naked.
Holding a tall glass filled with vodka and crushed ice in

one hand, a tiny pill in the other. Smling.
RANDI
H , baby. Are you a sm dge north of
drunk yet?
RANDAL L

A si zabl e sm dge plus a snudge.

RANDI
Then you may enter. Cone.

He noves, clunp, clunp. Inside.

I NT. RANDI 'S CONDO -- N GHT 49
Randi noves to Randall, holds up the pill, which he takes on

his tongue. Hands himthe glass full of vodka, which he uses

to slug down the pill. He can't | ook down, at her. Randi

gives hima short but full wet kiss, pressed against him

RANDI
Enter and cone. In that order.

She turns and wal ks into the apartnent.
RANDI ( CONT' D)
You can | eave the door open if you
really want to. Kinky.

He realizes the door is open. Closes it. Turns to see Randi
grabbing a drink, raising her glass.

RANDI ( CONT' D)
A toast. To the Love Poet.

Randal |l is still barely inside the door. They both drink.
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RANDI ( CONT' D)
Do you like your present? | couldn't
wait so | unwapped it already.

| NT. PR AGENT'S OFFI CE -- DAY
An externally transforned Randall sits on Maude's sofa. H's

hair is different. No glasses. Dressed in "not trying to be
stylish,” stylish node by Philip. And seriously hung over.

MAUDE
R-Mon, huh? Alright, whatever. Randi
is... | can't believe you two are...
okay, well, enjoy her while you can.

M LLI CENT ("M LLIE") POITER (26) enters, in no hurry. Razor
smart. lconic. Pretty. Dresses cool but legitimtely.

MAUDE ( CONT' D)
There you are.

M LLIE
Very observant. Yes, | am
MAUDE
See, Randall, smart nouth. Good brain.

This is MIlie, your assistant. She
will wite your weekly colum. She

clainms she can wite hot stuff. W'l
see. She liked your poens. Calls it
literary porn, right MIlie?

M LLIE
Literate. Not literary.
(staring at Randall)
You' re Randal | ? You don't |ook Iike
t he photos fromthe party.

MAUDE
R-Mon is his new handl e.

RANDAL L
| got sone different clothes. And a
hai rcut. And contacts.

M LLIE
Why ?

RANDAL L
| don't know.
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57.

MAUDE
ating. Really. | could listen
two geniuses all day. But, |

e some nore bullshit to sling
So, you two go... mngle.
Have a coffee. Wite sone dirty poens.
M LLIE
You want coffee? There's a joint
he street.
RANDAL L
"mnot feeling so great. Maybe
Id go hone.
M LLIE
't drive all the way here for

| didn

you to go fucking hone. And, if you

want t
about ,

She' s
pain t
child,

o play R Mon, whatever that's
find sonebody else to do this.

MAUDE
areal witer, Randall, and a
he ass, but she's ny brother's
so | do what | can.

Randal | gets up. Wth sone effort. Stabilizes.

RANDAL L

l"'mnot RRMon. I'll go with you.

MIlie stares at himfor a |ong deciding nmonment. Turns and
wal ks at a pace indicating okay. Randall follows her.

EXT. PR AGENT'S OFFI CE -- DAY

Qut si de,
sunl i ght.

Randal

hurries his sungl asses on agai nst the

M1l 1lie ponders. Considers.

You wr

M LLIE
ote that stuff, right?

RANDAL L

| wish | hadn't.

kay,

M LLIE
that's not acceptabl e.

RANDAL L

why? | thought. She said..
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M LLIE
Now, it exists apart fromyou. So,
it has rights. It's beautiful stuff.

You shoul d never speak ill of it.
RANDAL L

Oh. Ckay.
M LLIE

You do not conpute, Randall Ti mmons.
You are one strange dude. Ckay, you
don't want coffee, right?

RANDAL L
| could. | don't have to.

M LLI E
There's a restaurant around the
corner. They have a bar. Better?

He doesn't want to answer that.

M LLI E ( CONT' D)
Hey, |I'myour right hand whatever.
We're going to be tal king wet sex,
cocks and pussies. W m ght as well
get straight now, don't you think?

RANDAL L
The restaurant is okay.

Satisfied, she starts wal king. He noves to follow

M LLIE
Aunt Maude is a raving lunatic, by
the way. Just so you know.

I NT. LAUNCH NI GHTCLUB -- N GHT

Hard EDM MUSIC fills a slick, dimlit club. In a back
horseshoe of sofas and pillows, Randall and Randi sit with
Philip, Maude, Judson, Lyssa and Kortne, all drinking
sonet hing blue fromgiant martini gl asses.

M I 1ie approaches, hot in black. Black jeans, working a bl ack
fitted shirt, unbuttoned bel ow a blue | ace bra, a Walkie-

Tal kie in her hand. QObserving. Not happy but not her place.
Addresses Randall with slight sarcasm which goes undetect ed.

M LLIE
Need anyt hi ng? R-Mon?
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RANDAL L
(in his R-Mon persona)
Keep the beasts at bay.

M LLI E
Looks like it's too late for that.
Randi ? Maude?

RANDI
No, thank you, MIlie. You are hot,
girl. You ever thought of nodelling?

M LLI E
Yeah, right. No.
MAUDE
She won't. | tried. Besides, she

wal ks i ke a | ongshoreman.

RANDI
She does not. Sit and drink some
Bl ue Monkey with us, MII.

M LLIE
" mworking. | have ships to unl oad.

MAUDE
And a shitty attitude. Okay, tine
for me to go. You' re |launched, R
Mon, enjoy. And renenber, cell phones
have caner as.

RANDAL L
Restrai nt and decorum 10-4, Lady M

MAUDE
Don't you dare. Bathe yourself in
| ovel ies and take pictures. W're
selling sex. Have sone.

RANDAL L
Debauchery and Libido, 20-8, Lady M
Is that it? MIlie, what's 2 x 10-4?

MIlie isn't anmused. Maude gets up, pauses to speak to Lyssa.

MAUDE
d ad you cane, dear. Don't blowit.
Tell your agent to call ne.

LYSSA
| won't. Thank you so nuch, Maude.



MAUDE
Don't thank nme. Maybe you'll turn
out to be an actor who can act.
Meanwhi | e, play an ornanment. You're
gorgeous. W'll see what real talent
you have when it nmatters.

She | ooks to Randi .

MAUDE ( CONT' D)
Randi . . .

Stops. What's the point.

MAUDE ( CONT' D)
Never m nd. R-Mon. Enjoy. Kortne,
you're lovely. MIlie, come help ne
t hrough this crowd of hornones.
Philip, Jud, see you tonorrow. Lunch
wth Stefan. He's pitching Sophie
Krupp to ne. What a fucking world.

Good-byes all around as Maude heads off with MIlie.
Philip gets up, followed by Judson.

PH LI P
We're going, too. W' ve got to find
a place w thout so nany gorgeous
wonen. Totally boring.

Laughs al |l around.

RANDAL L
Ah, yes, nobst somol ent, brave knaves.
| am anusing themonly froma sense
of chivalry. Be off, with our
bl essi ng. And thank you both for
your service to the nation

JUDSON
It's not a nation | want to service.
See you later, R Mon. | can't wait

to read your next poemto a certain
stock broker | am wooi ng. Your shit
wor ks on all chronosonmes. Who knew

RANDAL L
Most wel conme, knave. Though art a
good and stoutly steed!

PH LI P
St eed?
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JUDSON
It's sonmething you ride, good enough
for nme. Shut up and hop on.

Philip and Judson laugh their way off. Randi has produced a

smal | lacquered box, opens it and offers it up to Kortne.
Kortne selects a pill, next to Randall, who takes one as
well. Then to Lyssa. After a nonentary hesitation, Lyssa
grabs one. Al down them and chase wth bl ue nonkey cockt ai
as Randi grabs a second pill fromthe box, pops it in her
mout h, one for Randall, drops the case in her bag. Stands as

the STAGE ignites and the EDM star duo, Karel & XoJdani appear
to raucous cheers and rising original EDM MJSI C

RANDI
Oooh, let's dance. Karel & XoJan
are on, they're insane!

LYSSA
How d you get themto do this? That's
SO jam

RANDI

They' re super friends. Let's dance.
Kortne is up.

KORTNE
Defi ne Dance.

Lyssa hesitates. Randall stands, teetering, stabilizing.
RANDAL L

A pinch of courage, a dash of pluck,

and the scent of the forbidden, to

which we are drawn |ike a noth.
Lyssa thinks of Maude's words. Don't blow it. Takes a slug
of blue nonkey, feels the pill kicking in, stands. And al
four, happy, high and naughty, head into the gyrating crowd.
EXT. LAUNCH NI GHTCLUB -- NI GHT

MIllie outside the club, on the sidewal k with Muude.

M LLIE
He's high all the tinme. He can't
function, literally, wthout getting

fucked up. Randi's too nuch for him
He gets wasted just to cope.

MAUDE
A respected literary tradition.



M LLIE
Bul I shit. They get fucked up together
and he fucks her |ike the apocal ypse
is comng and she thinks it's | ove.
It's a fucked up nmutual fantasy. And
it's toxic. She's killing him

MAUDE
So, he'll die happy. Fucked to death.
| like it. And what nerd has ever
had ass like that? Tell ne.

MIlie | ooks at Maude wi th undi sgui sed di sgust.

M LLIE
You are one evil bitch.

MAUDE
Wll, | would spinit differently. |
tell you what. Ask R-Mon if he wants
to quit and I'll tear up his contract.
And I'Il tell Playboy to nix the

party and the profile.

M LLIE
They're not. They're doing it?

MAUDE
They're doing it. Congratul ati ons.

MIlie doesn't know what to say.

MAUDE ( CONT' D)
Ah, MIlie the poet speechless. Never
thought I'd be alive for this nonent.

Maude's car is pulled up by the val et service.

MAUDE ( CONT' D)
You shoul d nodel, by the way. You've
got a great body. And the | ongshorenman
thing could work for you

M LLI E
It's called martial arts.

MAUDE
Ri ght, whatever.

Maude slips into her car. Valet closes the door.
| eft to ponder as Maude roars off.

62.
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I NT. LAUNCH NI GHTCLUB -- CONTI NUQUS 54

I nside the club, Karel & XoJani have the crowd in a junping,
wi | d, dance frenzy. It's dark, house |ights turned down,
roomlit only by the K& |ight show. Their nusic pounds the
wal | s. Randi, Kortne, and Lyssa dance with Randall, who's
doing a dance with which the world is not yet famliar

A SHOT G RL wearing light bracelets on her wists cones by,
colored shots in test tubes hanging froma tray. Hands out
shots, waits while they shoot them takes the tubes and slips
away, no charge.

Randi ki sses Randall. Then tugs Kortne in, who kisses him
then Lyssa, who follows suit, all reluctance gone, diving
in. Then Randi kisses Kortne, grabs Lyssa, sanme thing. Turns
Lyssa to Randal |, hands on her hips, pressing her against
Randall while pressing herself into Lyssa fromthe rear.
Kortne noves in close, dancing with them Randi speaks into
Lyssa's ear, then turns her head to kiss Kortne.

Lyssa ki sses Randall. Randi slides the straps of Lyssa's
dress down. Kortne slips behind Randi, holds Randi's hips,
pressed against Randi's ass and noving to the nusic with her
while Randi pulls Lyssa's straps farther and farther down
until her breasts are uncovered.

RANDI
(yells to Randall)
Ki ss your aut ograph!

Randal | 's hand noves up to Lyssa's breast and his head down.
He kisses the R-Mon scribble. Wiile Kortne's hands are sliding
Randi's dress up her |egs, slipping underneath.

A fell ow DANCER rai ses a cell phone, ains it for a photo. A
hard pal mstri ke slaps the dancer's wist down, sending the
phone flying. It's MIlie. Keeping guard. As the four-way
continues to heat up on the pul sating dance fl oor.

| NT. RESTAURANT TWO -- DAY 55

Randal | and J. Walter Tinmons, neeting for a very late |unch.
Randal | 's a nmess. Wearing sungl asses. A WAITER wai ts.

RANDAL L
Could I get a beer, whatever's cold,
and a shot of Janeson's pl ease?

WAl TER
Yes, of course.
(to M. Timons)
For you, sir?

*
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J. WALTER
Just water for now, thank you.

WAl TER
Yes, sir.

And he's off. Ohers in the restaurant glance over at Randall.
Not because he's a ness. Because he's a celebrity. H's dad
takes note. This entire situation is bizarre to him

J. WALTER
You ook a little... ragged.
RANDAL L
| was up |ate.
J. WALTER
| called, several tines.
RANDAL L
| was at Randi's.
J. WALTER
This is all... this whole thing is..
well, it's certainly a surprise.
RANDAL L
No ki ddi ng.
J. WALTER
So, you and... howis, she, by the
way, Randi ?
RANDAL L

Amazi ng. How did you nmean? You nean
i ke that? The sex part?

J. WALTER
| meant in a general sense.

The waiter delivers Randall's order

RANDAL L
Thank you.

He drains a good third of the beer, shoots the Janeson's.

RANDALL ( CONT' D)

She's good, | guess. In a general
sense. | don't know.
J. WALTER

| need to ask. Are you coming to the
firn? | assune not.



RANDAL L
Should | ?

H s dad tries a joke.

Randal

J. WALTER
Not today, | don't think

RANDAL L
(seriously)
Ckay. That's probably good.

J. WALTER
You know, | have to say...
RANDAL L
Why ?
J. WALTER
Why what ?
RANDAL L

Wiy do you have to say?
J. WALTER

It's a figure of speech. You're..
this is just strange...
RANDAL L
| " m enbar r assi ng.
J. WALTER
No, No. You're... it's so odd. You,

honestly, son, you look |like shit.

answers as if he hasn't said this already.

RANDAL L

| was up |ate.
J. WALTER

But, in an odd way, |I'm.. proud.
RANDAL L

What odd way? What's odd? It's odd?
J. WALTER

Well, you' ve becone this, apparently,

| won't ask if you're on sonething.

RANDAL L

Yes. | am Always. It's how | breathe.
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J. WALTER
Not asthnmm, | take it.

merely stares.

J. WALTER ( CONT' D)
Okay. So, you're nessed up, drinking
and doing... whatever... but you're
up and about, and with, or...
involved... in a relationship with..

RANDAL L
Your dweeb son is fucking Randi Bach.

Unconfortable but... true.

J. WALTER
Vell... yes, that appears to be the
case. | nean cone on, you nust admt,
this is quite a surprise.

RANDAL L
But a good one? O a bad one?

J. WALTER
On bal ance?

RANDAL L
Yes, bal ance. | |ike bal ance.

He finishes the beer in a series of gulps, holds his enpty
up to the waiter across the room who nods.

Randal

RANDALL ( CONT' D)

| think | need to go. I'mreally
tired. I was up |late.
J. WALTER

You said that. Are you... didn't you
j ust order another beer?

RANDAL L
| m ght have. Yes. Ckay, we should
have that.

J. WALTER
And some food? Yes?

RANDAL L
| need to be going. | have sone worKk.
| have sone poens to... go over

gets up fromthe booth and anbul ates through the

restaurant and out, as dad watches. The heads of the few
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present turn to watch Randall, turn back to dad. Dad shrugs
his shoulders in that "what are you gonna do" notion with a
smle. He's proud. H's son's becone a scandal ous cel ebrity.
Unbel i evabl e. The waiter shows with Randall's beer.

J. WALTER
"1l drink it. And bring me the club
sandwi ch, on cracked wheat, thanks.

WAI TER
Yes, sir. Right away.
J. WALTER
What are you gonna do? You know?
WAI TER
Oh, | know. My girlfriend reads his
colum, sure gets her going. | was

gonna t hank him

J. WALTER
"Il et himknow Ch, and no nmayo,
just sone Dijon nustard. Thanks.

WAl TER
Yes, sir. No problem

And the waiter's off. J. Walter takes a slug of beer.

J. WALTER
Jeezus.

I NT. RANDI 'S CONDO -- N GHT

In the kitchen, in Boy Shorts and Tee Shirt, Randi's making
toast. Randall, back in R-Mon node, Briefs and Tee Shirt,
opens the freezer, grabs one of several vodka bottles, goes
to the counter where he splashes sone nore into an existing
glass with QJ, takes a deep slug, approaches Randi from
behi nd, and reaches up, under her T-shirt to her breasts.

RANDI

Mmm Hey Beast, you want a piece?
RANDAL L

Yes, with butter, please. | want to

put butter on you and eat you.

RANDI
Don't you ever get tired of it, Beast?

RANDALL
Your | T? No. Never.
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Randall slides his hand down, into her shorts. She tries to
butter her toast as he touches her IT.

RANDI
Ch... shit. What is it about ne that
you have to fuck ne every five
m nutes? Not that | mnd, it's just
odd, don't you think?

Randal l's involved with Randi's I T and sipping his drink.

RANDI ( CONT' D)
Answer nme. Wiy? Are you afraid |'|l
di sappear?

RANDAL L
Too nmuch insight for m xed conpany.

RANDI
Answer, slave. Tal k your magic.

Randal I thinks, while teasing Randi's IT. Randi takes a bite
of her toast, reaches back with her free hand and strokes
Randal | 's crotch as he slides a finger into her.

RANDAL L
The drunbeat of evolution, the driving
force of humanki nd, copul ati on,
regeneration, procreation, the scent
that drives the hunter. W are
animals, this is what we do. The
purest, nost righteous undertaking

of all, making nore of us, so our
of f-spring can continue to fuck up
the world, kill the other aninmals

and eventual |y oursel ves, while our

| eaders pass resolutions in

opposi tion, demandi ng that human
nature and nature both | eave us al one
and go bot her sonebody el se. And,

besi des, you are illegally erotic,

maj estically forned, sensually

i ntoxicating. Yes, | could fuck you
every five mnutes fromthis nonent
until | died, if I could re-up ny
ante that fast. | would forego sleep
or sustenance until | perished. And,

| would have lived a full life, dying

wanting nothing. Satiated. Content.

Havi ng cone and cone, and gone, as

it were. Sonme worship dead guys, |

wor ship you, and this sweet, carna

mouth with [ips of warm honey, the
( MORE)



RANDALL ( CONT' D)
nexus of all human life. The cradle
of civilization is not at the head
of the Nile, it is here, between
your glorious | egs.

She slides her hand under his wai stband and down.

RANDI
What about ny soul ?
RANDAL L
| f you have one, I'"'msure it is also

born of Eros. You are Eros incarnate.

RANDI
That's what you think? | amny pussy?

RANDAL L
And | amny man-1og that now grows
i n your hand.

RANDI

That's all? Real ly?
RANDAL L

Not all, nay say, not all.
RANDI

VWat el se? More, or |'m stopping.

RANDAL L
Your goofy giggle. Your nean | ook
t hat doesn't work. And your other
mean | ook when you're really nad,
which is quite frightening. And your
naughty tongue, your very naughty
tongue. Your yawn and stretch when
you awake |ike a sensuous kitty.
Your little whinpers and squeaks
when you're cunmm ng, your soft
br eat hi ng when you' re done. Your
di stant eyes under your ball cap at
t he di ner, which scares ne because
it's a peek over the edge, into the
dept hs of you. And your happy eyes
wat chi ng a new puppy run and fall in
a tangle of legs. But it all comes
back to the spurting seed and the
warm wet earth, ny eruption and
your sweet pot of honey.

Randi strokes hi m harder.



RANDI
How do you do that to me with words?
| cannot keep nmy pants on when you
talk like that. Your tongue shoul d
be illegal, for many reasons.

Finished with her toast, Randi |eans against the kitchen
counter. Randall pulls down her boy shorts.

RANDAL L
| propose a test.

RANDI
A |l ove test?

RANDAL L
No. That's a test no one can pass.
That's like cutting your throat to
test whether humans really need air.

RANDI
Is it? You think that?

RANDAL L
| propose a test of the initial
guestion, whether | ever tire of you
or your |IT, or both being one, Anen.

RANDI
Li ke what exactly? Onhhh, ohhh, damm.

Randall enters her, from behind.

RANDAL L
| propose we commence to copul ating
post haste and keep a tally, to see
how long it takes for nme to tire of

your |IT.

RANDI
You're serious. W commenced al r eady,
by the way.

RANDAL L

Ah, indeed. Quite perceptive of you.

RANDI
So, we'd go as nmany tines as we can,
counting now, until when?

RANDAL L
Until... the stroke of m dnight
Sunday, speaki ng of stroking. The
( MORE)

70.



end of t
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RANDALL ( CONT' D)
he weekend. O, until | tire
| T, if that is possible.

RANDI

VWhat about food?

We'll or
during d

What abo
Vodka an

W'l or
t ake- out

You're i

RANDAL L
der in. Have it brought up
esi gnated rest peri ods.

RANDI
ut supplies, we're | ow on
d our little happy friends.

RANDAL L
der in. Happy Chang's for
and Dr. Ted on speed dial.

RANDI
nsane.

RANDAL L

| have al ways been insane. It has

t aken yo
Gad to
Mark the
One.

Randal I beings a |
thrust difficult,

Yes, one.

Ahhh, ah
name you

uto nake ne enjoy it.

RANDI
hel p.

RANDAL L
time and begin the tally.

RANDI

aughing fit, which nakes continuing to
but he nmanages.

RANDAL L
Good of you to keep track.

RANDI
hh, ohhh, jeezus. Hey, can
r cock? I spend so nuch tinme

with him | was thinking of nam ng

him Her

Hmm Ch
good. He
shop in

You can

man, or Charl ey.

RANDAL L
arl ey good. Herman not so
rman unhappy tailor in smal
Bangl adesh.

RANDI
name mne, if you want.
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RANDAL L
Ckay, Eustice. | nane it Eustice.

RANDI
No, God, not Eustice.
(talking to it)
Poor baby, he didn't nean that.
(to Randal l)
It has to be a nice nane, or no nane.

RANDAL L

Let nme think. d adys, perhaps.
RANDI

Ar gghhhhhh!
RANDAL L

Do you know why | can't stop having
dirty sex with you? The truth?

Randi turns around, facing him arns around his neck.

RANDI
| don't need the truth. It depends.

RANDAL L
Because | can. It's a mracle.

RANDI
No, it's not. It's not a mracle.

RANDAL L
Randal | Ti mmons fucki ng Randi Bach
is a mracle and Randall The Timd
Tinmons i s reverent and respectful
of this mracle. As his alter and
possi bly only ego, R-Mon.

RANDI
(suddenly sad, pensive)
Maybe when you figure out that it's
not a mracle... maybe then.

RANDAL L
Maybe t hen what ?

Randi noves her hips forward, so Randall di sengages, then
turns around, puts her arnms over his shoul ders, kisses him
then hel ps himraise her up and re-connect them Randal
grabs her under her ass, turns them both and presses Randi
agai nst the fridge, beginning to thrust into her.
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RANDI
So, are we counting orgasns or hours
or what? W should agree on the rules.

RANDAL L
Let's just say this is One and go
fromthere. Do we have janf

RANDI
For me or the toast?

RANDAL L
Yes. | ndeed.

| NT. RESTAURANT THREE -- DAY 57

Maude is at an outside table at a bistro wth a ravishing
beauty, SOPH E KRUPP (19). Maude is on her phone.

MAUDE
Nei t her one of thenf? Jeezus, they're
probably doi ng what they do, again.

She gi ves Sophi e a what - are-you-gonna-do sm | e.

MAUDE ( CONT' D)

| don't know. If you've got copy to
turnin, turnit in, MIlie, what do
you want fromnme? | can't contro
one of them nuch |l ess both of them
He probably isn't in any condition
to read it anyway.

(reacting)
Well, dolly, that's the way it is.
Just wite the damm colum. You can
save Randall |ater.

The call's disconnected. Apparently MIIlie hung up. Maude
puts on her best face, turns to Sophie.

MAUDE ( CONT' D)
Now, Sophie, ny dear norsel. What do
you do that anybody m ght care to
hear about, other than play doctor
with Stefan?

I NT. RANDI'S CONDO -- N GHT 58

Randi, wearing Randall's boxers, a tee shirt and necktie, is
on her cell phone, while Randall's spilling ice in the

ki tchen, making a racket. Randi's flying. Miusic is loud. The
Weat her Channel is on the TV w thout the sound.



Randal

RANDI
We're keeping count. | told you, to
see if Wodrow ever gets tired of
d adys. W gave them nanes. No, he
named it G adys so | naned his
Wbodrow. Ever since last night. |
don't know, but a lot. We're witing
them down. .. when we renenber. ..

74.

enters fromthe kitchen wwth a Big Gulp cup filled

with ice and vodka. He's wearing Randi's thong, a too-snal
tee shirt and a pair of tennis shoes.

RANDI ( CONT' D)
The beast is back, Kort, we have to
get back to work. Yes, love, you're
my girl, you know that. Hey! You
shoul d fuck your man and we'll race.
What ? That's ridi cul ous. Any man who
doesn't want to bang your kitty and
keep count isn't human, dunp him
Yeah, great, he's sweet. Okay, gotta
go. We have sonehow sw tched
under wear, and Wodrow is calling
me. Woodrow | oves ne... Randall's
still deciding. CGao, ma fille bellal

She di sconnects. Randall sways, offers his drink to Randi.

Randi takes the Big CGulp,

RANDAL L

s that the doctor? Are we un-supplied

on the ranmparts? Man the nmanhol es,
and the woman hol es!

RANDI
That was Kortne. | told her we'd
have a fuck race but she won't do
it. She doesn't want to freak out
her new nan.

RANDAL L
Kortne has a very nice nouth

RANDI
Yes, she does.

RANDAL L
| fucked her on that sofa, she was
naked.

takes a big gulp, hands it back.
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RANDI
You fucked us both on this sofa. And
yes, we were both naked.

RANDAL L
Thank our berries we were naked. How
el se would we have managed?

Randi retrieves her pad with the running score.

RANDI
Did you take another pill, another
bl ue one? You did, didn't you?
RANDAL L
| " ve had not hing but vegetables and
chocol at e nonkeys since dawn. | swear
on the Pope's testicles... or

testicle, as the case may be.
Randi tosses the list down, hops up.

RANDI
| knew it! It's nmy turn for head.
Get your tongue ready, you tricky
bastard. And decide if you | ove ne.
No fancy talk. I'll be back.

She heads off, to the bathroom
EXT. RANDI 'S CONDO BUI LDI NG -- CONTI NUQUS 59
MIlie is outside dowstairs, pacing. Checks her phone.
Not hi ng. C ock says 3:11 A M She pushes Randi's apartnent
buzzer. WAits. Bad idea. Really bad idea. She starts to | eave,
when t he speaker conmes on. Randall's voi ce.
RANDALL (V. Q)

Handy dandy tool rental! Need you a

tool, fool? Wiat ho! Hello? Hell ooooo!
MIllie turns away and fast-wal ks down the sidewal k.
I NT. RANDI 'S CONDO -- CONTI NUOUS 60
Randal | pokes the door release button repeatedly.
EXT. RANDI'S CONDO BUI LDI NG -- CONTI NUQUS 61

Downstairs, the door's buzzing open but nobody's there.
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I NT. RANDI 'S CONDO -- CONTI NUQUS 62
Upstairs, Randall, drink in hand, opens the door and goes
out into the hall, wearing a tee shirt, Randi's thong and

tenni s shoes. Looks around. Sees no one. Heads for the
el evator, Big Gulp drink in hand.

| NT. RANDI'S CONDO -- LATER 63
Randi comes back in to the living room no sign of Randall.

RANDI
R-Mon! Cone out. Where are you? It's
your turn, don't try to trick ne.
Time for head! Hey! \Were are you?!

EXT. DOMNTOM NY STREET -- LATER 64

It's 4:00 a.m Randall weaves along a sidewal k with his now
enpty Big Gulp cup. Lost.

RANDAL L
God damit! This is not funny, condo.
You cone back here this instant!
Fi ddl e- e-dee Rhett, where'd the
Yankees put Tara?! Stupid fucking
condo... Stupid fucking Rhett fucking

Butler... dunb ass condo-m ni num ..
stupid rebels... Scarlett....
Randal | |ays down on a anything flat, curls up and rests his

head on his arm As his eyes flutter closed, he's bathed in
blue lights. A police car slides up. Randall rolls up.

RANDALL ( CONT' D)
Ahoy, there, Captain. Thank ny parsley
you're here. | was nugged by a farting
kangaroo. | never had a chance!
Bastard hid ny fucking condo-m ni um

| NT. PR AGENT'S OFFI CE -- DAY 65
Maude in her office with Loren and M1 1ie.

MAUDE
| like it. Love Doctor OD s on sex.
Perfect. You're nobody until you
crash, go to an undi sclosed facility,
all that crap. Meanwhile, we run
colums from archives

LOREN
We don't have any archives.
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MAUDE
MIlie, do we have any archives?

M LLIE
We coul d. What should they be about?

MAUDE
Just |ike before, but add sone angst,
despair, ache of love, you're the
witer. Make it work and | owe you.

M LLIE
You al ready owe ne.

MAUDE
More. Don't be smart.
(to Loren)
You. Tell the press his spokesperson
w Il have a statenent this afternoon
at 4 sharp, hit the eveni ng news.

LOREN
Who's his spokesperson?

MAUDE
You are. Make it from R Mon, no,
Randal | . Make it from Randall Ti nmmons,
witten froman undisclosed facility.
MIlie can wite it. Ckay, are you
standing there for a reason?

LOREN
Nope. Just waiting for ny feet to
nove. Conme MIlie.

And of f they go.

I NT. PRI VATE HOSPI TAL -- DAY

Randal I ,
Wal ter.

in hospital gown, in a small private roomwth J.
Randal | | ooks |ike hell.

RANDAL L
| can't see her.

J. WALTER
Way not? Don't you think...

RANDAL L
She doesn't like nme like this.

J. WALTER
She's never seen you l|ike this.
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RANDAL L
Sober. She doesn't |ike ne sober.

J. WALTER
|'msure that's not true.

RANDAL L
You don't either. Not really.

J. WALTER
The booze | oosens you up, that's
true. But, drugs, that's not good.
No. But, in a way it's hel ped you.

RANDAL L
Hel ped ne.

J. WALTER
You know, this is a very strange
experience for nme, a m xed bag.

RANDAL L
For you? Real | y? Your experience?

J. WALTER
| never.... you have certainly
surprised the hell out of nme, and a
| ot of other people. Well, never
underestimate the power of pussy.
It's | aunched ships, created sone of
the world's great art, and killed
untold thousands. And now it's
| aunched "The Love Doctor." Amazing.

RANDAL L
Thank you for bailing me out of jail,
bringing nme here. It's nice. Quiet.

J. WALTER

Ch, hell, what are dad's for?
RANDAL L

| don't know. | never knew.
J. WALTER

This was just a bunp in the road. It
happens. We're human. Human's are a
species, we're animals in many ways.

RANDALL
No shit...
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J. WALTER
W try to procreate with the finest
female we can drag into the cave. W
kill each other to get her. W've
cl eaned up our act, but it's still
the sanme. Hell, you've been bangi ng
one of the finest creatures on earth.
"1l tell you this, |I've becone very
popul ar at the club. You're the hero
of every straight man in America, a
di m ni shing but hearty breed.

Randall rises. Shuffles toward the door.

RANDAL L
| need you to go now. Goodbye.

Randal | goes to the door, opens it, and exits.

J. WALTER
Randall ... son... you can't...

Randall's gone. J. Walter rises, follows him

J. WALTER ( CONT' D)
You're staying here, not ne. Randall?

| NT. RANDI'S CONDO -- DAY
Randi on her cell.

RANDI
How is that? Howis it better if |
don't talk to hin? You don't know...
"' mnot? What does that nean, |'m
not on his list? Wwo puts nme on his
list... OCh. He probably just forgot.
You know how he gets..

She listens, not getting anywhere.

RANDI ( CONT' D)
Vell, tell himl have to go to Gernmany

for a shoot, I'll be back. Just tel
him please? WIIl you? You'll see?
Yeah, well, 1'll see. You people are

fucked up, seriously...
The line is dead. They hung up on her.
I NT. PR AGENT' S COFFI CE -- DAY

Stefan is in with Muude.
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MAUDE
Have you really been good?
STEFAN
O course not, but I've been nore
careful. |I'ma changed man.
MAUDE

| thought it would fizzle faster.
You want her back, of course.

STEFAN
O course, we're great together. She
knows. She's just a stubborn bitch.

MAUDE
She' Il have drinks with your manager,
she likes him GCet ne sone dates.
STEFAN
Perfect. Thanks gorgeous.
MAUDE
Right. |I'm gorgeous. Randall's com ng

out and | have to figure out howto
work this, and get hima new pl aynat e,
unl ess you bonb with Randi, of course.

STEFAN
Mortals bonb. | don't bonb.

MAUDE
Tell that to Sophie Krupp. Are you
ki ddi ng? You | ost a hard-on wth her
in Venice, for crissake? Even | could
get it up for her, and I don't have
a dick, runors to the contrary. Thank
God and Maude that she's not talking.
And, quit trying to do MIlie, she's
Randall's only human link. And she's
staff. Of limts.

Stefan stops at the door, smling, salutes.

STEFAN
Yes, Boss, but | have no idea what
you' re tal king about. |I'minnocent.
And he's out.
MAUDE

Li ke a viper. But you are a beautiful
man, jeezus.
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| NT. LA BAR/ RESTAURANT -- NI GHT 69
Randi, late night, in an al nbst enpty Los Angel es

bar/restaurant wth Stefan's manager, BARRY SHORT (50's).
He's working a hi gh-end Bourbon, Randi a Vodka rocks.

BARRY
It's just hard for people who aren't
inthis life toreally get it.

RANDI
Maybe it's us, not them

BARRY
Hey, | didn't say it was right, just
the way it is. He seened cool

RANDI
He was a |l ovable, or is... sorry, a
| ovabl e... pound puppy, or whatever.
BARRY

| woul dn't have thought of it that
way, but you're right. They're cute,
but they just aren't pure-breeds.

RANDI

Li ke Stefan is?
BARRY

| told you | wouldn't bring himup.
RANDI

We both know better, Barry.
BARRY

He m ssed you like crazy.
RANDI

Ri ght .
BARRY

He did. Does. He al nbst becane a
monk over it.

RANDI
Pietra Scholl, Ingrid Tol son..

BARRY
| said alnmost. He's a man, but he's
been really affected by this.

Their waiter, JEFF, brings two fresh drinks.



JEFF
Conpl i ments of the bar.

RANDI
Agai n?

Drops themwith a smle and he's off.

RANDI ( CONT' D)
You're getting nme drunk, M. Short.

BARRY
|"mgetting nmyself drunk, you're on
your own, girl.

RANDI
| do m ss you, you rascal

BARRY
Sanme, here. So, what are you going
to do when he gets out?

RANDI
Not hi ng. He hasn't wanted anything
to do with nme and the picture Mllie
took - he | ooked awful. Pale. Sad.
He's pissed ne off so | don't know.

A big swallow, then another, half the glass gone.

BARRY
So, |I'mjust asking, does that nean
you' re single again?

RANDI
VWhat' s si ngl e?

BARRY
Not attached. How s that driver
wor ki ng out for you, by the way?

RANDI
Jeezus fucking Christ!! Does everybody
inthis town know who | fuck?

Barry signals to the bar.

BARRY
Wen they brag to everybody in town
about it, yeah. I'massumng that's
just a... recreational thing?

RANDI

Barry, what? Wat do you want ?



BARRY
Want ? Nothing. | don't judge; you
know that. Sane rules for boys and

girls, | believe that. You want sone,
get sonme, your business. |I'mjust
telling you what's out there. | have

no doubt you give great head on the
way to the airport, but I don't think
you want that information com ng
fromthat particular source.

RANDI
| have done some stupid shit in ny
time, Barry, sone really stupid shit.
And that one isn't true, by the way,
not that anybody cares.

VWaiter drops two shots of Brandy along with the check.

RANDI ( CONT' D)
You... okay, that's it, and then you
are driving ne honme, you prick

BARRY
(checks the check)
A dollar, Jeff? That's outrageous.

JEFF
Yeah, the prices here are pretty
hi gh. Sorry. Uh, Ms. Bach, the
bartender was wondering if...

RANDI

|'"'mnot in the market, thanks.
JEFF

Aut ogr aph??
RANDI

Oh, jeezus, of course. Sorry.

The waiter hands her two nmenus, obviously one for him
she signs both wth a big heart, hands them back.

JEFF
Thanks, sorry to bother you.

RANDI
No bot her, you guys are nice.

JEFF
You, too. Thanks. And Thanks, M.
Short, we'll see you again soon.

83.
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BARRY
Sure thing. Good-night.
Barry slips a $100 bill into the check presentation sl eeve.
| NT. PRI VATE HOSPI TAL -- N GHT 70

Randall sits in his room on a chair, staring into space.

RANDAL L
| just wanted to say... just... as
me... Randall... | wanted to say...
| wanted to tell you that..

It's so hard, to say anything that he really nmeans, w thout
hi s vodka anest hesi a.

EXT. LA BAR/ RESTAURANT -- NI GHT 71
It's late when Randi and Barry exit, closing the joint.

RANDI
Are you okay to drive?

BARRY
' mexcellent to drive. My car has
an i nfl atabl e chauffeur.

RANDI
We can call a car, Barry, really..

EXT. LA RESTAURANT PARKI NG LOT -- CONTI NUOUS 72

As they approach Barry's car, the door of a Porsche parked
near by sw ngs open and Stefan steps out.

RANDI
(to Barry)
You fucker, you totally set nme up...

BARRY
Hey, hey, just listen..

RANDI
You... | can't believe you..

BARRY
Listen, listen, here's the deal.
He's not going to speak unless you
want himto. Nod, Stefan.

Stefan nods. He's being quiet, and gorgeous.



See? That's it.

know, al
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BARRY ( CONT' D)
I f you were, you

in |love or whatever, |1'd

have text'd himand he wouldn't even

be out here.
shoul d t al k,

Just tal k?

"just tal ked?"

just thought you two
that's all. Just talKk.

RANDI
Si nce when have we ever
He doesn't tal k.

BARRY

Well, maybe he's changed.
RANDI

Ri ght. Yeah. |'m sure.

Stefan waits.

Shit.

| mean it.

He knows how vol atile she is,
she gets after a few drinks,

run you hone,

God dami t,

but al so how hot
especially wwth him

BARRY
no harm no foul.

RANDI
Barry. ..

BARRY

My word, either way.

RANDI

(to Stefan)

You.

Have you changed?

STEFAN

(shruggi ng)
Probably not.

God dami t,

A standoff. Finally,

RANDI
| can't believe this.

Randi sputters something unintelligible

and noves around to the passenger side of the Porsche.

Vell, open

going to stand out here al

Stefan hits his door
gets in and slans it.

One you.

RANDI ( CONT' D)
the door, fool. |I'm not

ni ght.

rel ease. Randi yanks the door open,
Stefan smles a small smle at Barry.

STEFAN
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BARRY
Good | uck.

Barry opens his door and gets in, starts up and pulls off.
He looks in the rear viewmrror. Stefan's car is still.

| NT. STEFAN S PORSCHE -- CONTI NUQUS

Randi's fumng. Music is playing, electronic, heavy beats,

EDM They sit in silence, Stefan cutting his eyes to Randi's

body, that he knows so well. And wants.

RANDI

You are a sneaky bastard.
STEFAN

O just plain bastard.
RANDI

Good poi nt.
STEFAN

And you're a crazy bitch

RANDI
O, just plain bitch.

STEFAN
No, you're definitely crazy.

She | ooks over at him Trying not to let himget to her, or
admt that he's already gotten to her.

RANDI
VWhat is this, nore Dutch disco trash?

STEFAN
Nor wegi an, a dude wites it with his
sister, pretty hot, yeah?

Randi gl ances over, sees his bul ge.

RANDI
Oh, great. Just great.
STEFAN
| mss you.
RANDI
Apparently.

Cautious not to spook her, he reaches over, slides the back

of his hand al ong her cheek, then her nmouth. As Randi cl oses

her eyes, he slides a finger along, parting her lips. Wth

73



74

87.

hi s other hand, he gently slides the hemof her dress up,
slipping his hand between her |egs and, when she cl anps down,
waits, not sure what to do. It's either go for it or retreat.
He shoves his hand up, hard.

RANDI ( CONT' D)
(eyes still closed)
Dam you.

STEFAN
You want nme to stop?

RANDI
Damm you.

All the answer he needs. He uses his free hand to push a
button, slowy reclining Randi's seat.

| NT. PRI VATE HOSPI TAL -- DAY
MIllie waits in Randall's room The bathroom door is cl osed.

The SOUND of a flush, running water. The door opens. Randal
enters, enbarrassed, shaky.

M LLIE
Too nmuch Cuervo at the going hone
party?

RANDAL L
| ' m okay.

Randal | 's bag is packed, on the bed. He's weak.

M LLIE

You sure you're ready to | eave?
RANDAL L

| have to. I'"'mall better.

He sits on the bed.

M LLIE

Do you want ne to call sonebody?
RANDAL L

Yes. Tell them| said uncle. | give.
M LLIE

No, you don't. You're tough.

RANDAL L
You' re tough.
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Randal

Si

M LLI E
That's an act. I'ma tw nkie, al
mar shrmal | ow on t he i nsi de.

ts up. Takes a breath.

RANDAL L
| need to practice sonething from
group, can | practice on you?

M LLIE

That's extra.
RANDAL L

| won't, then, if you don't want.
M LLIE

Ckay, I'Il bite. Twenty bucks. But,

| don't swall ow

RANDAL L
l"mgoing to tell you sonet hing,
sober. Something | really nean.

M LLIE

Ckay.
RANDAL L

| know you're smart. Past snart.
M LLIE

You tell nme that all the tine.
RANDAL L

That's not it.
M LLIE

Ckay. Let ne know when it counts.
RANDAL L

You are smart... AND you are brave

and beautiful and whoever is doing

you, that rocker fellow | guess, is

a very lucky... son of a gun.
M LLIE

Bitch.
RANDAL L

No, you're not, not at...

M LLIE
Son of a bitch. Son of a gun is so
gay, really.

88.
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RANDAL L
That's avoi dance. That's what they
would tell you in group.

M LLIE
kay, | wasn't ready. Sorry.

Randal | gets up, snoothes the bed.

RANDAL L
We can go now. | just needed to
practice. Saying things.

M LLIE
Are they supposed to be true?

RANDAL L
Duh, if not, what would be the point?

He gets up fromthe bed, tests his bal ance.

M LLIE
You are so odd.

RANDAL L
Sober. But at |east | know what day
it is... Tuesday.

M LLIE

It's Wednesday. Here.
She's pulls a fol ded newspaper section froma pocket.

RANDAL L
We get the paper in here. And cable.

M LLIE
Not the Canyon News.

RANDAL L
What Canyon? Do we have canyons?

M LLI E
No, but California does.

He scans the page. There's a photo of Randi, in sungl asses
and ball cap, exiting a condo with Stefan. The capti on:

"Randi Does Ex Wiile R-Mon Does 90... in ReHab"
He hands it back to her.

RANDAL L
Thank you. | would have m ssed that.
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M LLI E
You know Maude cal |l ed t hem

RANDAL L
She was borrow ng a cup of sugar?

M LLIE
Probably not.

RANDAL L
Scandal is good for business.

M LLIE
Yah, it is. You okay?

RANDAL L
VWhat does that feel |ike?

He lifts his bag fromthe bed. MIlie noves to hel p him but
he glares her off and wal ks, unsteadily, to the door.

I NT. PR AGENT'S OFFI CE -- DAY 75

Randal | wal ks into Maude's office. She's on the phone, waves
himin. He doesn't nove. She finally hangs up.

MAUDE
| was on hold. Wl cone back, R-Mn
wel come back. You | ook great.

Maude conmes around her desk. Randall is shaking, wth sober
fear, on top of anger. Says nothing, nerely steps forward
and punches Maude in the nouth. She goes down, screamn ng

bl oody nurder. Randall |eaves, as Loren rushes in.

LOREN

My God, what... are you alright?
MAUDE

Call the police.
LOREN

The police, are you sure?
MAUDE

VWhat did | just say. I'll drop the

charges |l ater. Have him arrested.

LOREN
You want themto arrest Randall ?

MAUDE
What about that did you not
under stand? Yes, this is good.
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LOREN
"Il call, you' re okay, you' re sure?

MAUDE
Bring the digital, get sone shots.

LOREN
Which first, call or photos?

MAUDE
Good God, can't you figure anything
out on your own? Mbve your ass.

Loren | ooks down at Maude, does a quick turn and exits. Maude
hears the front door slam

MAUDE ( CONT' D)
Loren? Loren! Where the hell are you
going, you nit wit?!' God damit!

Maude feels her bl oody nouth. She has a tooth | oose.

| NT. RANDALL'S APARTMENT -- DAY 76
Randal I, Band-Aids on two fingers, vacant eyes, standing in
his kitchen. Sober. Hi s cell phone goes off. He answers it.
RANDAL L
Hey, yes, okay, |'mcom ng out.
EXT. H GH SCHOOL -- DAY 77

Randall in the back seat of a Town Car with MIlie, stopped
in front of a high school. Philip in front with the driver,
GECRCE. Randal |l is shaking, with fear or w thdrawal .

PHI LI P
You're sure you want to do this?

RANDAL L
Go back to high school to lord it
over the peasants? O course.

M LLIE
You' re okay, right?

RANDALL
| amfine, MIlie. You | ook beautiful
today, by the way. And snart.

M LLIE
(doesn't like it)
Stop practicing on ne, please.
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RANDAL L
You | ook beautiful today, Ceorge.

GEORGE
Thanks, Randall.

Randal | opens his door and gets out. Shaky. A | ook between
Philip and MIlie. They open their doors to follow him

I NT. H GH SCHOOL HALLWAY -- MOMENTS LATER 78

Randal | stands frozen in the quiet hallway of the high school.

PH LI P
Wy don't we go back to the car.
M LLIE
Good idea. You don't need this.
RANDAL L
| have to. | just... Go, tell M.
Rodriguez 1'Il be right back. | was

never late to class. Once won't hurt.
He turns and quick steps for the exit. Philip looks to MIlie.

M LLIE
| work for him | do what he says.

PH LI P
No nmatter what?

M LLI E
You don't. You could | eave.

PH LI P
I'mhis friend.

EXT. LI QUOR STORE -- DAY 79

Randall's Town Car pulls up to a |liquor store, CGeorge driving.

RANDAL L

The doctor in? | need a little boost.
GEORGE

How littl e?
RANDAL L

Not very little. Bigger than little.

GEORGE
You sure?
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RANDAL L
You ever been a boring shit, George?
GEORCGE
Uh... no. Well, | don't know.
RANDAL L
| don't recomend it.
Randal | gets out. George retrieves a pill box.
| NT. H GH SCHOOL ENGLI SH CLASS -- DAY 80

Philip and MIlie stand with M5. RODRI GUEZ, Randall's forner
teacher. Boys in the class check MIlie out as they wait.

M LLIE
He's just not feeling well, but he
really wants to do this.

PH LI P
He says he was never |ate to cl ass.

MS. RODRI GUEZ
Well, that's true. He was a nodel
student. I'msorry he's ill. W'l
wai t. Perhaps you can tell us a bit
about his upcom ng book.

M LLI E
"Overruled -- How My Father Found Me
Irrelevant And Inmaterial.”

MS. RODRI GUEZ
Yes. Terrific title, though |I doubt
Judge Ti nmmons woul d agr ee.

| NT. TOAMN CAR — CONTI NUOUS 81
In the back of the Town Car, Randall fills a new THERMOS

with Q) and VODKA. Ceorge passes hima pill, which he pops

and chases wth straight vodka fromthe bottle, then continues

using it to fill his new thernos.
I NT. HI GH SCHOOL ENGLI SH CLASS -- DAY 82
Randal I, in sunglasses, stands in front of the class. Feeling

better, snoothed out. Philip and MIlie stand in the back.

MS. RODRI GUEZ
W will now have a few words from
Randal | Ti nmbns, the author, the
"l ove doctor" as he is al so known,
( MORE)



M5. RODRI GUEZ ( CONT' D)
and ny forner student, who sat where
you do today. O course, Randal
knows that market power is not
necessarily proof of merit. Merit
is, as always, in the quality of the
wor k, regardl ess of public appeal.
But, we are always happy to have
successful friends. Perhaps Randal
will take us all out for pizza.

The cl ass cheers.

Anot her

RANDAL L
Vannel li's on ne. Let's go.

round of cheers. Ms. Rodriguez holds up her

MS. RODRI GUEZ
Only joking Randall. And why don't
you take off your glasses so we can
see what a handsone nman you' ve becone.

RANDAL L
| have an eye condition, an infection,
I"'ma little sensitive to |ight.

MI1lie shakes her head slightly. No, he doesn't.

MS. RODRI GUEZ
Oh, | didn't know Well then, the
floor is yours.

RANDAL L
Thank you, Ms. Rodriguez. Thanks for
everything, the dirty jokes, the sex
after class, really, all of that...
ki ddi ng, just kidding... okay... Hi,
Gs and B's, it's a pleasure to be
back in high school, it's great,
right, don't you love it?

M xed sounds from the audi ence.

Cheer s,

RANDALL ( CONT' D)
Ckay, well, don't you | ove a speaker
so you don't have regul ar class?

dyi ng quickly on a |l ook from Ms. Rodriguez.

RANDALL ( CONT' D)
Al right, let ne get ny speech.
( MORE)

hand.
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RANDALL ( CONT' D)
(pul l'i ng paper out)
Good afternoon, future | aureates,
poets and poetesses, weavers of tales,
ye who wi pe the mst fromthe gl ass
so that we m ght better see ourselves.

stops, | ooks up at the class, then:

RANDALL ( CONT' D)
Ww, this is good shit...
(putting it away)
...but I didn'"t wite it, one of ny

staff, nmy able staff... one should
al ways have an able staff, if you
know what | nean... anyway, let's
see, what do | tell you... Randal

Ti nmons, over-ruled, irrelevant and
immaterial. Now MIlie, my assistant
and ghost witer back there, the
tasty one, she would differ... She
believes | amrel evant, as does ny
good friend Philip, standing next to
MIlie the Morsel... in fact, we are
appealing ny life, to have the whol e
thing thrown out, to get a newtrial,

as it were... very English "as it
were" -- |ove that.

M5. RODRI GUEZ
Randal I, are you..

RANDAL L
R-Mn. I"'mfine. Okay, ny life as a
witer. Maybe | ama witer. | wite
and people buy. So, | say, "I'ma

witer, and you? What do you do?"
But, you know what? | could care
| ess what you do. | could care |ess
whet her you wite a book, or go to
Wall Street, fix cars, becone a brain
surgeon, or, actually, whether or
not you pass English. You can if you
want, that's cool, but you know,
that's up to you

(suddenly enotional)
What you better do is take care of
your self, your humanity, your soul
if you like. You know, | always
t hought that, if I could come back
here, to Ms. Rodriguez' class and
tell her that 1'd been successful,
that 1'd been an A student at

( MORE)
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RANDALL ( CONT' D)
sonet hing out there, that |I'd nmake
her proud of me, and that woul d make
me the happi est person in the world.
Well, here | amand |'m successful.
| just got an advance on a book t hat
| haven't even witten.

Randal | 's attention is drawn to a snokey-eyed HS. Grl in
front. Drawn to her disinterested gaze, and to her beauti ful
cl eavage, full, firmbreasts, openly, indifferently exposed.
He gl ances in her direction, eyes sliding down into her shirt.
She sees, doesn't flinch. Let's himl ook.

RANDALL ( CONT' D)

But, I'malso a druggie and an
al coholic, I"'mnot sure in what order --
or is it "which order"” -- | don't

know. My friend, Philip... Philipis
the brother of ny ex, ny ex who left
me, who had a fling with her ex
because she m ssed his noble staff.
Anyway, | know the guys in here know
the |l ovely Randi Bach and have | ooked
at her on the Internet, and | know

what you were doing. | don't blanme
you, she's beautiful, a delicious,
worl d class piece. | whacked off to

her picture before | nmet her, too,

so don't feel bad. | thought that's
what | wanted, see, | thought that

was what | needed, after an over-

rul ed, enotional smack-down chil dhood,
sone super-nodel validation. Sonebody
to tell ne that I was OK. A pat on
the head from M. Rodriguez and a

bl ow job from a super-nodel...

Ms. Rodriguez noves toward the podi um

M5. RODRI GUEZ
M. Timons, |'mafraid this is..

RANDALL
It's R Mn. ..

MS. RODRI GUEZ
| have to ask you to...

RANDAL L
"' m maki ng a point here..

M5. RODRI GUEZ
This is conpletely...
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RANDAL L

(snappi ng)
G ve ne one god dammed m nute. ..

Randal | ' s near-scream stops her. Philip heads toward the
front, as Randall continues.

RANDALL ( CONT' D)
Vell, | didn't need that, and neither
do you. You do the best you can in
this class, and in whatever else you
do, but because you want to. Do it
for yourself because you have a right
to deci de who and what you want to
be, because you are special, each of
you, and you deserve to be happy.
And, if you want to be the best |ion
tanmer in the world, fuck anybody who
tells you not to. You go find sone
lions and start tam ng them GCkay,
rock on. Thank you for listening to
this shit. Because it's all shit,
too, HA. CGotcha. Good luck. I'mout.

He heads for the door. Ms. Rodriguez is red, unable to nove
or speak. MIlie nods to Philip, goes to catch Randall.

| NT. H GH SCHOOL HALLWAY -- CONTI NUQUS
Randal | 's fast-pacing the hall as MIlie catches up to him

RANDAL L
Ch, MIlie, Thoroughly Muntable
MIlie, would you fuck for noney,
Mountable M1 1ie? Ever?

M LLIE
How nmuch noney?

RANDAL L
Twenty bucks, plus tip.

He noves in, close.

RANDALL ( CONT' D)
| would hold your ankles in the air
and piston fuck you. I would filmus
and beat off to the video. You are a
sl eek, slick, sex machine, a scream ng
Ferrari of fornication.

He backs her up against a | ocker.
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M LLIE
| guess you found sone nedi ci ne.

RANDAL L
But, always so professional, so cool
but you' ve showed ne your tits, you
know you have, and let your skirt
ride up, pretending you didn't know
| was watching it, slide... up..

He reaches down and begins to slide her skirt up.

RANDALL ( CONT' D)
We coul d sneak off behind the
cafeteria. | would fuck you so hard
they would find your tonsils in China.
Do you want to fuck behind ny old
H gh School, how cool would that be?

How nmuch does she tolerate fromR-Mn, to save Randall? If
even possible. H's hand is noving higher, along her |eg,
rai sing her skirt when Philip appears, com ng down the hall.

PH LI P
(calling out)
VWhat the hell are you doi ng? Hey!

Bef ore R-Mon backs away, he slips his hand up the back of
MIlie' s | eg, under her butt, then quickly out.

RANDAL L
| was showing MIlie what | wanted
to do to Ms. Rodriguez.

MIllie can't help it, she | aughs.

PH LI P
Jeezus. MIlie, you can't encourage
himwi th this stuff.

M LLIE
You think | encouraged hinf? Since
when does he need encour agenent ?

RANDAL L
And now | have a fully encouraged
erection going to waste. No fair.

Philip is no prude, and Randall is truly infectious.

PH LI P
Well, don't | ook at ne.
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M LLIE
O ne. Sorry, the nood's broken.

RANDAL L

| wager that your

M LLIE
That's okay. |'m good.

99.

ni ppl es are hard.

MIllie heads off, back toward the cl assroom

PHI

LI P

Where are you goi ng?

M LLIE
| left nmy folder. Poemdrafts.

She's of f.

RANDAL L
Wiy do | have an assistant with an
ass like that? Wio's idea was that?

PHI
Maude.

LI P

RANDAL L

O course. She

made me, you know?

The Love Doctor. That's all Maude

PH LI P
Not all.
RANDAL L
| wonder if she'll go to hell for

that. Let's go.

Chilly MIlie can

find us, the frigid wench geni us.

They head off. Randall is seriously fucked up.

RANDALL ( CONT' D)
| was so close to tapping that.

| NT. HI GH SCHOCL HALLWA
MIl1lie, breathing deeply,

- - CONTI NUQUS

cal m ng herself,

at the cl assroom

door, | ooks down. Her nipples are definitely hard.

M LLI E

Shit.

She fluffs her shirt to hide them and grabs the door knob.
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I NT. TOMN CAR — DAY 85

Randall is in the back of the car when MI|lie opens the door
and gets in with her folder. As she sits, Randall watches
her skirt ride up. He smles. She leaves it. Fuck him

M LLIE
You have fans. The girl you were
panti ng over. She gave ne her nunber,
which I''m hoping you don't want. A
guy with the world's greatest Randi
nudes col l ection, so he clains. And
anot her guy you totally terrorized,
an unhappy virgin who wants advice
on becom ng a happy un-virgin. You
went off, R-Mon, they |ove you..
Ms. Rodriguez, not so nuch.

RANDAL L
Good wor k, munchkin, put yourself
down for an hour of head, wth jam

M LLIE
Cheap bast ard.

RANDAL L
You have digits fromny fans? The
young slice included?

M LLIE
i gits and e-mails. Wiich are probably
illegal for you to possess.
RANDAL L
Two hours, tonguing your ass included.

PH LI P
Al right, enough detail, thanks.

RANDAL L
Wiy are we sitting? Onward, Ceorge,
Donner and Blitzen. Up and away!

CGeorge puts it in gear and pulls out.

PH LI P
Look, R-Mon, you just got out so
take it easy, okay. W need to get
you back on track with the col um,
MIllie s been covering, but...



She knows he's on sonet hi ng and unpredi ct abl e,

RANDAL L
| am done with that piddle. Miunchabl e
MIlie my keep it, I'mgoing on
sabbatical. | will eat you before I
go, Munchkin, but we'll have to hurry.
M LLIE
Where are you goi ng?
RANDAL L
Excel l ent question. I'll have ny
peopl e get back to you.
M LLIE
| am your people, fool.
PH LI P
You just quit?
RANDAL L
| just just quit, vyes.
M LLIE
| don't blanme you. Fuck it.
RANDAL L
Neither do I, for a change. Cone
here, Mountable MIlie, | need to

talk to you in confidante delicto.

101.

except in one

area. Randall |oops his arm around her neck, reclining with

her

even higher. She |ooks at it.

He pulls her
him hand to his chest.

RANDALL ( CONT' D)
Ahhh, anti-gravity cloth, ny favorite.

M LLIE
Do you ever think about consequences?

RANDAL L
G eat gane, truth or consequences. |
wi |l now pose a series of questions.

RANDALL ( CONT' D)
Panel, is that a satisfactory answer?
No, | think not. W must inpose a
one button penalty. Sorry, Sally.

head to himand whi spers in her ear.
He speaks to the guys in front.

into the corner of the back seat. Her little skirt rides

She snacks
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He reaches for MIlie's shirt button, she starts to smack
hi m agai n but he grabs her wist in md-air, stopping her.

RANDALL ( CONT' D)
Assaul ting the judge, you are just
piling up the penalties here, Sally,

you'll be lucky to keep your hat on.
M LLIE
Randal I, this isn't... conme on, stop.

He whispers in her ear again, quiet. She | ooks at him She
cuts a look to Philip. Philip just turns back to the front.
Randal | slides his palmlightly over one of her breasts,
across an erect nipple, sending tingles through her.

RANDAL L
| knew it. Awake and alert.
M LLIE
Randal | . Dammit. You're crazy.

Randal | reaches down, between her |egs and up.
M LLI E ( CONT' D)
Wul d you do this, if you were
straight? Wuld you?

He touches her through her thong. She gasps, checks Philip,

no reaction. Still facing the front.
RANDAL L
Your tonsils ever been to China?
M LLIE
Truth and Consequences. |f you don't
stop, | will never speak to you again.
RANDAL L

Can | fuck you? Finally? My |ove?

M LLIE
No.
(to the driver)
CGeorge, can you drop ne at ny pl ace?

GEORGE
Sure. No problem

Undet erred, Randall increases his pace between her | egs.
MIllie bites her Iip, |ooks ahead. Trying not to cry.

RANDAL L
"Il make you cum anyway.
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M LLIE
That's possi bl e.

RANDAL L
You will like it.

M LLIE
| usually do.

RANDAL L
But, I can't fuck you?

M LLIE

No. You can't.

RANDAL L
| don't like this gane.

M LLIE
You | ove this gane.

RANDAL L
Do you | ove ne?

M LLI E
What ?

He's rubbi ng her faster.
RANDAL L

Do, you? MIlie the Magnificent? |I'm
asking, do you? Really.

VWhat the hell is he asking her? Is he serious? He sounds
serious, but he's crazy. You can't believe anything he says.
Besides, even if... forget it, it's all bullshit.

M LLIE

VWat's the difference.

MIlie grabs Randall's forearm and starts noving her hips,
grinding herself against his hand.

EXT. STREET -- LATER
MIlie, outside the car, through the open driver w ndow.
M LLIE
See you around, R Mon. Thanks for
the "ride" dude. Philip, take care.
Don't wite. Bye, GCeorge.

She tosses her folder through the back w ndow.
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M LLI E ( CONT' D)
Here's your | ove poens, R-Mn. Enjoy.

She wal ks away.
| NT. TOMN CAR -- DAY 87
| nsi de, Randal |l grabs the door handle, yanks it.

RANDAL L
"1l get out here. G ao!

PH LI P
Randal ! Leave her al one..

Randal | gets out with his thernos.

PHI LI P ( CONT' D)
Fuck him George. |'m done.

And they pull away fromthe curb.

EXT. STREET -- DAY 88
Randall watches MIlie wal king away fast. He takes a step,

stops as MIlie reaches her building, raises her mddle finger
to himw thout |ooking, then disappears inside.

| NT. MLLIE S APARTMENT -- DAY 89

MIllie enters her apartnent and cl oses the door. Tears slide
down her cheeks. Hiding the fury underneat h.

EXT. STREET -- DAY 90

Randal | , deflated, turns away, |ooks around to see where he
is, wal ks away, down the sidewal k, with his thernps.

EXT. MOTEL PARKI NG LOT -- DAY 91

A notel parking lot, enpty but for a lone car at the far
end. Music pounds out fromthe unit.

| NT. PR AGENT'S OFFI CE -- DAY 92
MIllieis in with Mude.

M LLI E
| can't find him

MAUDE
Have you | ooked?



105.

M LLIE
Fuck you, of course |'ve | ooked.
MAUDE
You can't do his colum if he's gone.
M LLIE
He's not. I'll find him | did
sonething really stupid and he's
hiding fromne. | knowit. He's upset.
MAUDE

He's supposed to be upset, then we
fix it. Then he gets the girl back.

M LLI E
She's back with Stefan.

MAUDE
Stefan's a shit. Stefan wll fuck up
again and Randi will go back to R-
Mon. Her true |ove.

M LLIE
You can't do that. It's not human.
MAUDE
It's as human as it gets. Hornones,
Testosterone... cock and balls.
M LLIE
He's... you should | eave hi m al one.
A long look at Ml lie.
MAUDE

No. Tell ne you're not. Pl ease.

M LLIE
| lIike himwhen he's sober, and goofy.
Nobody el se does. | hate hi mwhen
he's R- Mon.

MAUDE
But, he's always R-Mbon.

M LLIE
He doesn't have to be. He just needs
to know it's okay to be him

MAUDE
| shoul d have known. Eggheads fl ock
t oget her, and fuck together.
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M LLIE
You're insane. It's not about fucking.

MAUDE
Randi's addicted to sex. Randall's
addicted to Randi. End of story.

MIllie glares at her.
| NT. MOTEL — CONTI NUOUS 93

At the front desk, a TV plays in the back, a game show. The
PHONE rings. MANAGER appears fromthe back and answers it.

MANAGER
Casis. Nah, | got nothing. Nope. One
fucker rented the whol e place. Don't
know, he didn't say. Okay, see you
next trip. Drive safe, brother.

| NT. MOTEL — CONTI NUQUS 94

Inside a lowrent notel unit, a portable STEREO i s cranked.

A di shevel ed, flying Randall strides the room dancing a

dance unknown to mankind. H S. G RL sits on a MATTRESS propped
agai nst the bed. She's wasted, one hand around the neck of a
VODKA BOTTLE, the other holding a burned out JO NT. She's
wearing Randall's SHI RT, buttons in the wong hol es, and boy
briefs. VODKA bottles adorn the room along with cases of

BEER and a giant COOLER PILLS are on the dresser separated

by color, with stacks of QUARTERS. On a table are LEGAL PADS
sone covered in witing, and others untouched.

An ALARM CLOCK with a bell goes off. Loud, insistent. Randal
turns it off, grabs sonme quarters, slips on his sungl asses,
grabs a pill, then another. He goes to the door, opens it to
a blinding sun. Looks back. HS. Grl smles.

| NT. PR AGENT'S OFFI CE -- DAY 95
Conti nuing the mni-standoff, MIlie and Maude.

MAUDE
Philip says he tried to fuck you in
the car. Does that sound |like true
| ove to you?

M LLIE
Philip talks too much. That wasn't
Randal | . That was R-Mn.

MAUDE
You shoul d have done hi m when you
had the chance. You didn't. You | ose.
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M LLIE
You're a disgusting bitch. You can't
play with people like that.

MIlie s truly upset, alnost in tears.

MAUDE
Ckay, stop. | can't watch a girl
Ninfja cry. I"'mnot as big a bitch as

| seem well alnpst. Find him |If
his dick points to you, you w n.
[l make it work, sonehow

M LLI E
['Il find himbecause | care about
him not his dick.

MAUDE
Well, that's original

MIllie spins and storns out.
EXT. MOTEL -- DAY 96

Randal | puts quarters in a soda nmachine, waits as each drops.
Punches his selection. Puts his ear to the machine to |isten
to the can drop. Takes it out with practiced care, pops the
top, takes a long swallow. He gazes over at the sw nmm ng
pool, filled with shimering blue water. He wanders over and
clinmbs up on the diving board, wal ks to the end. He | ooks
down at the rippling surface and sees Randi, sw nmm ng naked,
doing a | azy backstroke, |ooking up at himw th a naughty
grin. Randall spreads his arns and dives off.

EXT. MOTEL -- CONTI NUOUS 97

HS Grl, in her boy briefs and Randall's shirt, sl ap-slaps
up to the soda nmachine in her flip-flops. Looking for Randall.
Sees he's not there, which is weird, turns and flip-fl ops,

gl assy-eyed, back toward the room

EXT. MOTEL -- CONTI NUOUS 98

Randal |l is crunpled at the bottomof the enpty notel sw nmm ng
pool , bl ood pool ed around his head, soda can nearby. Eyes
open. The hint of a smle on his face.

I NT. Al RPORT TERM NAL -- DAY 99

Randi noves along an airport concourse, with Kortne. Kortne
brushes her hand agai nst the back of Randi's. Randi gives
her a hint of a knowng smle, as they pass a book store.
Randi stops, struck still. Stacked high and prom nent on a
table at the entrance, are copies of a book:
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THE MOTEL DI ARIES -- The Last Wrds of Randall C.
Ti mons, Love Poet of Qur Tine. Collected and Edited
by R MIlicent Potter.

And a sticker on the cover: "New York Tines Best Seller"
| NT. AIRLINE CABI N -- DAY 100

Randi sits in first class, the open book in her I|ap. Kortne
wat ches her. Randi's eyes are noist. She returns to the book.

RANDALL (O S.)
| remain one ounce sane through the
cerenony of the soda. The regularity,
the regularity, the regularity. Dot,
dot, dot. Vibrating particles, through
t he nmenbrane of space tinme. Speci al
time, not clock tinme. Universe tine.
Time of the cosnobs, humming with
preci sion of which we are not wort hy.
| set the honking clock at two hour
intervals, lest I go too often and
all blurs into one. O too sel dom
and m ss the cerenony, the ritual,
the can's pure flight. Blur, while
often good, is not good in this.

EXT. MOTEL -- DAY 101

The Manager exits the notel office, |ooks toward Randall's
room the door open, nusic blaring. Heads down there.

RANDALL (V.Q)
The machine is perfection, predictable
result fromaction, as it should be.
The coins go in, rattle rattle down.
Sel ection made, click, runble, runble,
the can clanbers down its trough of
steel. Down and around it hurtles,
definitely hurtling, not clanbering,
nay, hurtling down, until it thunps
out, thunp, blunk, clunk.

EXT. MOTEL POOL -- DAY 102

At the bottom of the pool, blood and soda have net, form ng
a murky river snaking toward the drain.

RANDALL (O S.)
Laying in the gutter, waiting for
the hand of... God? No, only ne, or
Tasty Treat, ny delicious new friend.
No God today, little can. Maybe God
( MORE)
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RANDALL (O S.) (CONT' D)
tonmorrow. The prom se religions sell
maybe God tonorrow. Today, | reach
down, turn it sideways, slip it out.

103 EXT. MOTEL -- DAY 103

The Manager approaches the room the nusic bl aring.

RANDALL (O. S.)

And if all should go to fuckable

hell, R co the cross-eyed manager
fiddl es and fixes. Opens machi ne

wi th scal pel key. | don't take one
when it's scal pelled open. | don't

| ook when it's scal pelled open.

wait. Until the can is sl eeping again,
t hi nki ng God may cone today. Rattle,
bl unk, clunk. Pop and fizz. Such a
breeze. Twelve a day | drink of these.

104 EXT. MOTEL ROOM -- DAY 104

105

106

The Manager | ooks in the open door at HS. Grl, sitting on
the mattress, bottle of vodka in her hand, eyes vacant.

MANAGER
Excuse ne, m ss, excuse ne...

| NT. MOTEL ROOM -- DAY 105

He enters, surveys the clutter. HS. Grl watches froma
paral | el universe, as the Manager checks the room

RANDALL (O S.)
And one for Tasty Treat, to repay
her sweet gifts to nme. Her two sweet
nmout hs that wel cone ne. | race her
t hunpi ng heartbeat. W may |live here
toget her, Tasty and the ache that is
me. She barely speaks, ny hunptress,
but she screans, fromthe inside.
slide in, connect and |isten, hear
her soul beating. | coax the scream
fromher, slowy, then quickly, racing
the scream up through her, always
barely, barely losing the race. As
her screamflies out, ny eruption
follows. | race as fast as | can, a
race | win by |osing.

I NT. AIRLINE CABIN -- DAY 106

Randi stops reading.
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RANDI
It's about that girl, fromthe high
school. | used to tell himl couldn't

keep ny pants on when he tal ked |ike
this. He's turning ne on, Kort. Right
now. And he's dead.

KORTNE
| guess | need to read that thing.

RANDI
| loved himwanting nme all the tine,
saying those things to ne. But |
wasn't careful with him | didn't
take care of him Stefan? Wiy did |
do that? Because Randall didn't put
me on his stupid visitor list? He
was the only real thing in ny life,
Kort, and | killed him

KORTNE
Randal | had cracks in himlong before
you net him If a bridge has cracks
and col | apses one day, it's not the
fault of the cars that drive over
it, even the last car or, in your
case, the hottest car.

RANDI

WIIl you read it, when |I'mthrough?
KORTNE

| have a copy. | couldn't open it.

Randi conti nues readi ng.

RANDALL (O. S.)
What am | doi ng here, aside from
keeping tally of soda cans and
copul atory eruptions? What of the
space between these bl essed events?
VWhat am | doing? | know, exactly. |
must hide this page from Tasty | est
she di scount the lure of her
del ectable girl fruit.

107 I NT. MOTEL ROOM -- DAY 107
The Manager checks the bathroom turns down the stereo.
MANAGER

M ss. Were's your friend? Mss, are
you alright? Look, |'ve got neighbors.
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HS. Grl turns her head sleepily to him offers himthe
bottle. He goes to the door, checks outside, closes it.

RANDALL (O. S.)
Much as the fruit of The O her, whose

name | only this once will wite,
Randi . Peach-sweet fruit, wth fuzz.
Lady fur... her act of rebellion

agai nst "The Cosno Crowd." Love-spun
cotton candy on her gentle rise,

cleft by her slit of soft, rolled

fl esh, always peach-sweet, and frisky,
and ready for a frolic.

108 I NT. AIRLINE CABI N -- CONTI NUOUS 108
Randi, reads. Kortne watches.

RANDALL (O. S.)
But, back to the point of ny point.
| know precisely what | am doing. |
can land ny logic on a pin head ten
gal axi es away. | am exploring the
space between the ME's. The ME in
the ether - 4 ounces and nore of
shi nmering gl aci al happi ness - Judson
Juice - and the ether of little
friends - nmedicinal particles pressed
into col ored shapes that |ove ne so.
The space between the glorious ME in
the ether, and the ME that stunbles
and bunbl es, shaking, clean and sober.

Too clean... too sober... too bright,
the |ight.

RANDI
Jeezus. | can't read this.

KORTNE

You have to. It's about you.

RANDI
| don't want to be a ness when we
| and. Does your nephew know we're
comng to his party?

KORTNE
No. You're ny big surprise present.

RANDI
Wth ny clothes on?
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KORTNE
It doesn't matter. He's going to
i mredi ately faint anyway.

RANDI

Maybe he'll just |ike me, you know?
KORTNE

He will, when he wakes up.

Randi smles, returns to the pages.

RANDALL (O S.)
Terrified by the fact of the universe.
Not by the novenent of atons, but by
the very existence of atons. Terrified
by the fact of life, nmuch I ess the
living of it. Terrified by the
exi stence of ME. Frightened of the
very fact of Mg, a ghost to ny own
humani ty. C ean and sober, cold sober.
Cold and sober. In the bad pl ace.

| NT. MOTEL ROOM -- DAY 109
The Manager on his knees, takes the bottle, takes a swall ow.

RANDALL (O S.)
Al is bliss, within the ether.

He hands the bottle back. HS. Grl |ooks at him bl ank,
al nost curious. He reaches for the buttons of her shirt.

EXT. MOTEL -- DAY 110

A car is parked sideways in front of the notel office. J.
Walter exits the office, |ooks around.

RANDALL (O. S.)
But, no nore. My heart is cracked

open and all is spilled out onto the
ground and soaked into the earth.
When | sumon the ether to fill ny

t hunpi ng brave heart and lift ne up,
to the other place, it cannot.

J. Walter wanders toward the sw nm ng pool .

RANDALL ( CONT' D)
No heart to fill. Once full, now
not. A shell wthout seeds, cracked
open, enpty and brittle, where hope
once |ived. Dweeb-hope, nerd-hope,

( MORE)
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RANDALL ( CONT' D)
acne- hope, gl asses and braces hope,
all once lived, once upon a tine.

| NT. MOTEL ROOM -- DAY 111

HS Grl grasps the vodka bottle by the neck as the Manger
gently parts her |legs. She raises the bottle into the air.
When he | owers his head, she brings the bottle crashing down.

EXT. MOTEL PARKI NG LOT -- DAY 112

At the bottom of the swi nm ng pool, a stream of dark bl ood
runs froma covered Randall toward the drain. Two POLI CE
OFFI CERS wait as EMS TECHS nove in wth a stretcher. NEWS
TRUCKS are in the parking lot. TALKING HEADS talk into

m crophones before w de-eyed CAVERAS.

RANDALL (O. S.)

Now a place for the winos to sleep
and rats to scurry. Because wno's
don't care where they sleep, or about
anything. Wno's are just wno' s who
drink wine and don't care and that's
the way God woul d have wanted it, if
t here had been a God.

HS Grl sitsin achair, wapped in a blanket, splattered
with bl ood, tended by Loren. Philip and MIlie stand apart.
MIlie' s cheeks are tear-streaked bl ack.

RANDALL (O.S.) (CONT' D)
Because, if you're a wno and you
care, then you are snatched into
awar eness. From under the trestle
into the stark, raving |ight of
awar eness. Like waking up in an
operation, and they're taking your
heart out - chest flayed open - ribs
pried apart.

J. Walter sits in a pool chair, alone. In the background,
t he Manager is wheeled out of the room No hurry. No need.

RANDALL (O S.) (CONT' D)
You are supposed to be nunb,
unknowi ng, fearless in the ether,
but there's been a terrible m stake..
the ether doesn't work.

I NT. AIRLINE CABIN -- DAY 113

Randi reads the final lines on the page.
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RANDALL (O. S.)
Ah, that is the rub, isn't it? Wat
do you do when you choose the ether..
and the ether doesn't work?

Randi closes the book as a tear escapes and snakes down her
cheek. Kortne reaches up and wipes it away with a gentle
finger. Randi's fingers slide over Randal|l's nane.

RANDI
| never knew he had a m ddl e nane.
Initial "C'. | wonder what it was?
KORTNE
Crazy?
RANDI

If it was, we'd be rel at ed.

KORTNE
We'd all be rel at ed.

RANDI
But which one of himwas it?

KORTNE
VWi ch one what ?

RANDI
Whi ch one was the crazy one?

Kortne takes Randi's hand. Randi smles, puts her head back
and cl oses her eyes, her hand over the book. A FLIGHT
ATTENDANT approaches, hands Kortne a business card, nods
across the aisle. A HANDSOVE MAN by the w ndow nods toward
Randi and sm | es an obvious question. Kortne raises the card,
bites off a piece and, reclining her head, begins to chew.

| NT. MLLIE S APARTMENT -- DAY 114
fts a stack of |egal

[i
the bow, slips the top
t page and reads, again:

Moving into a new apartnent, Mllie
pads tied with a ribbon. She unties
pad fromthe stack, flips to the |as

RANDALL (O S.)
Ah, that is the rub, isn't it? Wat
do you do when you choose the ether..
and the ether doesn't work?

She turns the page. In the mddle of the page, surrounded by
i nk-drawn flowers from sone other, fantasy universe, is
witten: "MIlie. | like you. Randall."

BLACKQOUT.
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	106	INT. AIRLINE CABIN -- DAY
	107	INT. MOTEL ROOM -- DAY
	108	INT. AIRLINE CABIN -- CONTINUOUS
	109	INT. MOTEL ROOM -- DAY
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